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DON JUAN. 


CANTO THE FOUXITU, 


L 



INTEODUCTION TO CANTO THE FOTJETH. 


The opinion given by Mr. Muiray of the third and fouith caiitoR was Miat half 
(^as very good. “You arc wrong,” leplied Lord Byron ; “for if it were it would bo 
the finest poem in existence. Where is the poetry of which one half is good^ is it 
theilint'ul* is it Milton’s? is it Dryden’s ? is it any one’s except Pope’s and Gold- 
smith’s, (if which all IS good ? But if one half of the two new cantos be good in your 
opinion, what would you have mure ? No — no ; no poetry is (fcneraLUj good — only by 
fits and starts — and you arc lucky to get a sparkle here and thei e Y ou might as 
well want a inidnight idl atars as rhyme all perfect.” “ The third canto,” he wiote 
again on the ll^th of Januaiy, 1H21, “ u- dull, but you must really put uj) wdth it, 
if the two fust and two following are tolerable what do you expect?” When the 
new cantos were at last announced expectation was ou tiptoe. “Scarcely any poem 
of the present daj^,” said Thomas (J.impbell, “has been more generally read, or its 
contiiiiiatiim inoic eageily and inijiaticntly awaited. Its jioet.cal merits liave been 
extolled to the skies by its admiicis, and the I’riest and the Levite, tliough they have 
joined to anatlieiuaiise it, havt« not, when tlicy came in its w^ay, passed by on the 
other Bide.” The reception of the second instalment was equally ilatteriilg to the 
powers of the author, and belied liis idea that there was a falling ofl in its spiiit. 
No portion of the poem, either then or since, found greater favour than the third 
canto, of winch Lcid Byron thouglit so meanly. The ehaiaitei of Laiiibro, whose 
mild inanncis and savage disposition were drawn from All Pacha, was thought ex- 
tremely picturesque, as well as the vivid scene of motley revelry whicli greets his 
astonislied eyes on his sudden return after his reported death. Coleridge considered it 
the most individual, and iheiefore the best passage in Loid Byron’s works, and said 
that the festal abandonment put him iu mind of NicholaEi Poussin’s pictures. It does, 
indeed, lescmble a iichly coloured painting, crowded with groups of diversified gaiety, 
which appear to live and move before the eye. The graver strains weie likewise in 
his happiest manner, and the inspiriting lyric on Greece, and the x>ensive stanzas on 
evening at the close, would alone have sufficed to redeem the canto, and fulfil tlie 
promise of its predecessors. The fourth canto, wdiich was originally the second half of 
the third, is much iiiferioi, though there is mirth in the account of the singers, — an 
episode due to Lord Byion’s reminiscences of hie Drury Lane management — and 
melancholy in the insanity and death of Haid4e. In announcing the completion of 
these cantos, the poet expressed his belief that they were “very decent,” and it was 
generally allowed that there was, comparatively, little which could make modesty 
blush, or piety frown. Though his page cannot be called absolutely spotless, he 
proved that he had tlie power, when he had the will, to keep all his pictures of life 
and nature free from every grosser stain, without the slightest sacrifice of point and 
entertainment. 



DON JUAN. 


CANTO TFIB TOURTH. 


Nothing so difficult as a beginning 
In poesy, unless perhaps the end ; 

For oftentimes when Pegasus seems winning 
The race, he sprains a wing, and down we tend. 
Like Lucifer when liurrd from lieaven for sinning ; 

Our sin the same, and hard as his to mend. 
Being pride,' which leads the mind to soar too far. 
Till our own weakness shows us what w e are. 


But Time, wdiicli brings all beings to their level, 
And sharp Adversity, will teach at last 
Man, — and, as we would hope, — perhaps the devil, 
That neither of their intellects are vast : 

"While youth^s hot wishes in our red veins revel. 
We know not this — the blood flow's on too fast : 
But as the torrent widens towards the ocean, 

We ponder deeply on each past emotion. 



DON JUAN. 


TcANTO IV. 


As by/, I thought myself a clever fellow. 

And wish'd that others held tlfe same opinion ; 
Tlicy took it up when my days grew more mellow. 
And other minds acknowledged my dominion : 
Now my sere fancy falls hi to the yellow 
Leaf/'* and imaginalioii droops Jier pinion, 

And the sad truth wdiich hovers o'er my desk 
Turns what was once romantic to burlesijue. 


And if I laugh at any mortal thing, 

'Tis that 1 may not weep ; and if I weep, 
'Tis that our nature cannot always bring 
Itself to apathy, for we must steep 
Our hearts first in the depths of Lethe's s])ring. 
Ere what wc least wish to behold wnll sleep: 
llietis baptised her mortal son in Styx ; ® 

A mortal mother would on Lethe fix/ 


Some have accused me of a strange design 
Against the creed and morals of the land. 
And trace it in this poem every line ; 

1 don't ])retend that 1 quite understand 
My own meaning when 1 would be vay fine ; 

But the fact is that I have nothing plann'd. 
Unless it were to be a moment merry, 

A novel word in my vocabulary. 


VI. 

To the kind reader of our sober clime 
This w^ay of wriling wnll appear exotic; 

Pulci was sire of the half-serious rhyme, 

Who sang when chivalry w^as more Quixotic, 

And revell'd in the fancies of the time. 

True knights, chaste dames, huge giants, kings despotic 
But all these, save the last, being obsolete, 

I chose a modern subject as more meet. 



CANTO IV.] 


DON JUAN. 


vii. 

How I liMvc treated it, I<lo not know ; • 

Perhaps no better than they liave treated me, 
Wlio have imputed such designs as show 

Not what they saw, but nhat tiiey wish'd to see 5 
But if it gives them pleasure, bt^ it so. 

This is a liberal ago, and thoughts are free : 
Meantime Apollo plucks me by tlie ear. 

And tells me to resume my story hero.* 


Young Juan and Ins lady-love; were left 
To tlieir own hearts' most sweet society; 

Even Time the pitiless in sorrow cleft 

Witli Ins rude scythe such gentle bosoms ; be 
Sigh'd to behold them of their iiours bereft. 

Though foe to love; and }et ihey could not be 
Meant to grow- old, but die in bapjiy spring. 
Before one charm or hope had taken wing. 


Their faces were not made for wrinkles, th(*ir 

Pure blood to stagnate, tlieir great hearts to fail; 
Tlie blank grey w^as not made to blast their hair. 
But like tlie climes that know^ nor snow^ nor hail. 
They were all summer; lighlning might assail 
And shiver them to aslies, hut to trail 
A long and snake-like life of dull decay 
M^as not for them — they had too little clay. 


They were alone once more ; for tliern to be 
Thus w’as another Eden ; they w'ere never 
Weary, unless wdien separate : the tree 

Cut from its forest root of years — the river 
Damm'd from its fountain — tlie child from the knee 
And breast maternal weaiiM at once for ever, — 
Would wither less than these tv\o torn ajiart;® 

Alas ! there is no instinct like the heart — 



DON JUAN. 


[canto 17, 


The hWt— which may be broken*: happy tliey ! 

Thrice fortunate 1 wlio of that fragile mould, 
The ^irecioQS porcelain of human clay. 

Break witli the first fall : tiiey can ne'er behold 
The long year link'd with heavy day on day, 

And all which must be borne, and never told ; 
While life's strange principle will often lie 
Deepest in those who long the most to die. 


“Whom the gods love die young" was said of yore,^ 

And many deaths do they escape by this : 

The death of friends, and that which slays even more — • 
The death of friendship, love, youth, all that is. 

Except mere breath ; and since the silent shore 
Awaits at last even those w ho longest miss 
Tlie old archer's shafts, perhaps the early grave 
Which men weep over may be meant to save. 

XIII. 

Ilaid^ and Juan thought not of the dead. 

The heavens, and earth, and air, seem'd marie for them 
They found no fault with Time, save tliat he Ih'd ; 

They saw not in themselves auglit to condemn ; 

Each was the other’s mirror, and but read 
Joy sparkling in their dark eyes like a gem. 

And knew such brightness was but the reflection 
Of their exchanging glances of allection. 


The gentle pressure, and the thrilling toucli. 

The least glance better understood than words. 
Which still said all, and ne'er could say too much ; 

A language, too, but like to that of birds. 

Known but to them, at least appearing such 
As but to lovers a true sense affords ; 

Sweet playful phrases, which would seem absurd 
To those who have ceased to hear suchj or ne'er heard. 



CANTO IV.] 


DON JUAN. 


All these were theirs, fo]*they were children still. 
And children still tlic}" should hnve ever been; 
They were not made in the real uoild to fill 
A busy character in the dull scene. 

But like two beings born IVoni out a rill, 

A nymph and her beloved, all unseen 
To pass their lives in I’oiiiitaiiis and on flowers. 
And never know the weight of human hours. 


Moons cliaiigiug hatl rollM on, and cliaiigeless found 
Those their bright rise liad lighted to such joys 
As rarely they belield throughout their round ; 

And these were not of the vain kind winch clovs. 
For theirs were buoyant sjurits, never Viouiid 
By the mere senses ; and that which destroys* 
Most love, possession, unto them ajipcarM 
A thing which eacli endearment more endearM. 


Oh beautiful ! and rare as beautiful ! 

But theirs was love in winch the mind dcliglits 
To lose itself, when the old world grows dnll. 

And we arc sick of its liack sounds and sights. 
Intrigues, adventures of the common school. 

Its petty passions, marriages, and fliglits, 

Where Hymen’s torch but brands one strumpet more. 
Whose husband only knows lier not a wh — re. 

xvrii. 

Hard words; harsh trutli; a truth wliicli many know. 
Enough. — The faithful and the fairy pair. 

Who never found a single hour too slow". 

What was it made them thus exempt from care ? 
Young innate feelings all have felt below". 

Which perish in the rest, but in them were 
Inherent ; what we mortals call romantic. 

And always envy, though we deem it frantic. 



DON JUAN. 


10a NTO IV, 


XIX. 

This IS iii others a factitious state. 

An opium dream of too much youth and reading, 
Butgj^'as in them their nature or their fate : 

No novels e\'r had set their young hearts bleeding. 
For Haid^e^s knowledge was by no means great. 

And Juan was a boy of saintly breeding ; 

So that there was no reason for their loves 
More than for those of nightingales or doves. 


They gaz(‘d upon the sunset ; ^tis an hour 
Dear unto all, but dearest to l/ieir eyes. 

For it had made them what they were : tlie po\\er 
Of love liad first o’crwhelmM them from such skies, 
Wlum happiness liad been their only dower. 

And twilight saw them linkM in passion^s ties ; 
Charm'd with each other, all lliings cliarm'd that brought 
The past still welcome as the present thought. 


I know not why, but in that liour to-iiiglit. 

Even as they gazed, a sudden tremor came. 

And swept, as ^twere, across their hearts' delight. 

Like the iiiiid o'l'i* a harp-string, or a tlame, 

When one is shook in sound, and one in sight : 

And thus some boding ilash'd through either frame, 
And call'd from Juan's breast a faint low sigh, 

Wlnle one new tear arose in llaidee's eye. 

XXII. 

That large black prophet eye seem'd to dilate 
And follow far the disappearing sun. 

As if their last day of a happy date 

Witli his broad, bright, and dropping orb were gc'iie. 
Juan gazed on her as to ask his fate — 

He felt a grief, but knowing cause for none. 

His glance enquired of hers for some ( xcusc 
For feelings causeless, or at least abstruse. 



IV. 


DON JUAN. 


She turn'd to hiiiij and smiled, but in that sort * 
Which makes not others smile;" then tiiriiM aside 
Whatever feclhig sliook her, it seem'd short. 

And master'd hy her wisdom or her pride; 

W^hen Jnaii s[K)ke, too — it might be in sport — 

Of this their inutuiil feeling, she replied — 

If it should be so, — but — it cannot be — 

Or 1 at least slmll not survive to see.'^ 


Juan would question further, but she press'll 
11 is lip to hers, and silenced him with tins. 

And then dismiss'd the omen from her breast, 
Defying augury v\ith tliat fond kiss; 

And no doubt of all methods 'tis the best : 

Some people jirefer wine — 'tis not amiss ; 

I have tried both ; so those who wmuld a part take 
May choose between the headache and the heartache 


One of the two, according to your clioiee. 
Woman or wine, you'll have to undergo; 
Both maladies are taxes on our joys : 

But which to choose, T really hardly know ; 
And if I liad to give a casting voice, 

Bor both sides 1 could many reasons show, 
And then decide, without great wrong to either. 
It were much better to have both than neither. 


Juan and Haidee gazed upon each other 

With swimming looks of speechless tenderness. 
Which mix'd all feelings, friend, child, lover, brother 
All that the best can mingle and express 
When two pure hearts are pour'd in one another. 
And love too much, and yet can not love loss 
But almost sanctify the sweet excess 
By the immortal wisli and pokier to bless. 



10 


DON JHAN. 


[CAKTO IT, 


in^\‘icli other^s nrmsj and heart in henrt, 

Wliy did they not tlien die, ? — they had lived too long 
Sholild an hour come to bid them breathe apart ; 

Years could but bring them cruel things or wrong; 
The world was not for them, nor the world’s art 
¥or beings passionate as Sappho’s soiig; 

Love was born wHh them, hi them, so intense. 

It was their very spirit — not a sense. 

XXVIII. 

They should have lived together de(‘p in woods. 

Unseen as sings the nightingale; they v'ore 
Unfit to mi\ in these thick solitudes 

Call’d social, haunts of liate, Jiiiil Vice, and Care ; 
How lonely every freeborn creature broods ! 

The sweetest song-birds nestle in a pair ; 

The eagle soars alone ; tlie gull and crow 
Tlock o’er their carrion, just like men below. 


Now pillow’d cheek to cheek, in loving slee]), 
Haidee and Juan their siesta took, 

A gentle slumber, but it was not deep, 

Lor ever and anon a something shook 
Juan, and shuddering o’er his frame would crec]) ; 

And llaidee’s sweet lips murmur’d like a brook 
A worldless music, and her face so fair 
Stirr’d with her dream, as rose-leaves with the air ; 


Or as the stirring of a deep clear stream 
Within an Alpine hollow, when the wind 
Walks o’er it, was she shaken by the dream. 

The mystical usurper of the mind — 
O'erpowering us to be whate’er may seem 

Good to the soul which we no more can bind ; 
tStrange state of being ! (for ’tis still to be) 
Senseless to feel, and with seal’d eyes to see." 



OANTO IV.] 


DON JUAN. 


11 


XXXI. ^ 

She dreamM of being alofte on the sea-shore, • 
ChairiM to a rock ; she knew not how, but stir 
She could not from the spot, and the loud roar • 

Grew, and each wave rose roughly, threatening her ; 
And o'er her upper lip they seem'd to pour. 

Until she sobb'd for breath, and soon they were 
Foaming o'er her lone liead, so fierce and high — 

Each broke to drown her, yet she could not die. 


Anon — she was released, and then she stray'd 
O'er the sharp shingles with lier bleeding feet, 

And stumbled almost every step she made ; 

And something roll'd before her in a sheet. 

Which she must still pursue howe'er afraid : 

'Twas white and indistinct, nor stopp'd to meet 
Her glance nor grasp, for still she gazed and grasp'd, 

And ran, but it escaped her as she clasp'd. 

XXXIII. 

The dream changed : — in a cave she stood, its walls 
Were hung with marble icicles ; the work 
Of ages on its water-fretted halls. 

Where waves might wasli, and seals might breed and lurk; 
Her hair was dripping, and the very balls 

Of her black eyes seem'd turn'd to tears, and mirk 
The sharp rocks look'd below each drop they caught. 

Which froze to marble as they fell, — she thought. 

XXXIV. 

And wet, and cold, and lifeless at her feet. 

Pale as the foam that froth'd on his dead brow. 

Which she essay'd in vain to clear, (how sweet 
Were once her cares, how idle seem'd they now I) 

Lay Juan, nor could aught renew the beat 

Of his quench'd heart ; and the sea dirges low 
Kang in her sad ears like a mermaid's song, 

And that brief dream appear'd a life too long. 
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DON JUAN. 


[CANTO IV 


XXXV 

And gaziiig on the dead, she tliofight his fac e 
Faded, or alter'd into something new — 

Liki to her father's features, till eacli trace 
More like and like to Lambro's asjiect grew — 

With all his keen worn look and Grecian grace; 

And starting, slie awoke, and what to view? 

Oh ! Powers of Heaven ! what dark eye meets she there 
'Tis — ^'tis her fatlier's — fix'd ujion tlie pair ! 


Then shrieking, she arose, and shrieking fell, 
With joy and sorrow, hope and fear, to see 
Him wdiom she deem’d a habitant where dwell 
The ocean-buried, risen from death, to be 
Perchance the death of one she loved too well 
Dear as her father had been to llaidee, 

It was a moment of that awful kind 

I have seen such — but must not call to mind. 


Up Juan sprang to Haidee's bitter shriek, 

And caught her falling, and from oh' the wall 
Snatch'd down his sabre, in hot haste to wreak 
Yengeance on him who was the cause of all: 
Then Lambro, who till now forbore to speak. 
Smiled scornfully, and said, “Within my call, 
A thousand scimitars await the word ; 

Put up, young man, put up your silly sw'ord." 


And Haid& clung around him; “Juan, 'tis — 

'Tis Lambro — 'tis my father! Kneel with me— 
lie will forgive us — yes — it must be — yes. 

Oh 1 dearest father, in this agony 
Of pleasure and of pain — even while I kiss 
Thy garment's hem with transport, can it be 
That doubt should mingle with my filial joy? 

Deal with me as thou wilt, but spare this boy." 



^NTO IV. J 


DON JUAN. 


18 


XXXIX. 

High and inscrutable tliej)ld man stood, , 

Calm in his voice, and calm within his eye — 
Not always signs with him of calmest mood : 

He lookM upon her, but gave no reply ; 

Then turned to Juan, in wliose check the blood 
Oft came and went, as there resolved to die ; 

In arms, at least, lie stood, in act to spring 
On the first foe whom Lambro^s call niight bring. 


"Young man, your sword so Lainbro once moie s.iid 
Juan replied, ^^Not while this arm is free.” 

The old man's cheek grew pale, but not with dread. 

And drawing from his belt a pistol, he 
Keplicd, "Your blood be then on }our own head.” 

Then look'd close at the Hint, as if to see 
'Twas fresh — for he had lately used the lock — 

And next proceeded (quietly to cock. 


It has a strange quick jar upon the ear, 

That cocking of a pistol, when you know 
A moment more will bring the sight to bear 
Upon your jierson, twelve yards olF, or so ; 
A gentlemanly distance, not too near, 

If you have got a former friend for foe ; 
But after being fired at once or twice. 

The ear becomes more Irish, and less nice. 


Lambro presented, and one instant more 

Had stopp'd this Canto, and Bon Juan's breath, 

When Haidee tlircw herself her boy before ; 

Stern as her sire : " On me,” she cried, "let de.atli 
Descend — the fault is mine ; this fatal shore 

He found — but sought not. I have pledged my faith ; 
I love liim — 1 will die with him : I knew 
Your nature's linnness — know jour daughter' is too. 
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DON JUAN. 


[CAHTO IV. 


A minute past, and she had been all tears. 

And tenderness, and infancy; but now 
Slwi stood as one who cliampion’d human fears — 

Pale, statue-like, and stern, she woo^d the blow ; 
And tall beyond her sex, and their compeers. 

She drew up to her height, as if to show 
A fairer mark ; and with a fixM eye scanned 
Her father'vS face — but never stoppM his hand. 

XLIV. 

He gazed on her, and she on him ; as strange 
How like they lookM ! the expression was the same; 
Serenely savage, wdth a little change 

In the large dark eye's mutual-darted flame ; 

Por she, too, was as one who could avenge, 

If cause should be — a lioness, though tame ; 

Her father's blood before her father's face 
Boil'd up, and ])roved her truly of his ractj. 

XLV, 

I said they were alike, their features and 

Their stature, ditfering but in sex and years : 

Even to the delicacy of their hand ** 

There was resemblance, such as true blood m ears ; 
And now to see them, thus divided, stand 
In fix'd ferocity, wlien joyous tears. 

And sweet sensations, should have welcomed both, 
Shows what the passions are in their full growth. 


The father paused a moment, then withdrew 
His w^eapon, and replaced it; but stood still. 

And looking on her, as to look her through, 

''Not he said, "have sought this stranger's ill; 
Not 1 have made tins desolation : few 

Would bear such outrage, and forbear to kill ; 

But I must do my duty — how thou hast 
Done thine, the present vouches for the past.*' 



CANTO IV.] 


DON JUAN. 


15 


XLVIl. 

Let him disarm ; or, my fafchcr\s head, ^ 

His own slijill roll before you like a ball ! 

He raised his whistle, as the w ord lie said, 

And blewj another aiiswerM to the call. 

And rushing in disorderly, tlioiiuli led, 

And arm'd from boot to turban, one and all, 

Some twenty of Ins train came, rank on rank ; 

He gave the word, ^Mrrest or slnv (he Frank.” 

XLVIII. 

Then, with a sudden movement, he withdrew 
His daughler; while compress'd within his clasp, 
'Twixt her and Juan interposed the crew; 

In vain she struggled in her father's grasp — 

His arms w ere like a serjient’s coil : then flew 
Upon their prey, as darts an angry asp, 

The file of jiirates ; save the foremost, who 

Had fallen, with his right shoulder lialf cut through, 

xux. 

The second had his check laid open ; but 
The third, a wary, cool old sw’order, took 
The blow^s upon his cutlass, and then put 

His own well in : so wtII, ere you could look, 

His man w’as floor'd, and helpless at his foot, 

With the blood running like a little brook 
From tw'o smart sabre gashes, deep and red — 

One on the arm, the other on the head. 


And then they bound him w here he fell, and bore 
Juan from the apartment: wdlh a sign 
Old Lainbro bade them take him to the shore, 
Where lay some ships which were to sail at nine,'' 
They laid him in a boat, and plied the oar 

Until they reach'd some galliots, placed in line ; 
On board of one of these, and under hatches. 

They stow'd him, with strict orders to the watches. 
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DON JUAN 


The. ivwjd is full of vioi^it 'Adi-', 

And liorc wiis one (^xecM'dingly uiiplen’^nnt : 

A ucnlleirian so ricli in tlie worlcTs ^ooils. 

Handsome and young, enjo\ing all llu* j)resent. 
Just at tlui wry time \\ lien Ik; le.ist liroock 
On sncli a llnng, is suddt'iily lo sea sent, 
Woiind(‘d am] c lianiM, so that he cannot moV(‘, 
And aU because a lady 1(;1] in love. 


Here 1 musi iiaive linn, lor 1 glow ]).!i ladle, 

Moved by tile Cliinese nymph of b'ars^ green tei 
Tlian wliom Oassandra was not more jn-ojilielie ; 

i'or if my pure libations (‘\eeed tliiee, 

I ieel m\ heart become so s\ mpiitlii t ic 

That i must ]ia\e recourse to black Boliea : 

^Tis ])it y AMiie should be so deleteriuns. 

Tor tea and cotfee h'ave us much more serioes. 


Unless wlien qualified with tliee, Cogniac ! 

Sweet Naiad of the Bhlegethont ic nil t 
Ah i M’hy the liver wilt thou liius attack,’'* 

And make, lik(‘ otlier innulis, tliy lovers ii! ? 
1 would take refuge in A\eak jiuneli, but / rr/r 
(In each sense of the word), whene\'r 1 (ill 
My mild and midnight beakers to llie Innn, 
Wakes me next inoiinng with its synonnn. 


I leave Don Juan for the ]n*esent, safe — 

Not sound, poor fellow, but sevendy w'oumUal ; 

Yet could his corporal pangs amount to half 

Of those VAith wdiicli Ins Jlaidec^s bosom bounded ! 
She w^as not one to w^ep, and rave, and chafe. 

And then give way, subdued because surroumh d ; 
Her moilier was a Moorish maid from Fez, 

VVlicr(‘ all is Eden, or a wilderness. 



CANTiJ XV.] 


DON JUAN. 
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LV. 

There the large olive rains its amber store 

In marble fonts; there grain, and flour, and fruit. 
Gush from tlie earth until tlie land runs o'er; 

But lliore, too, many a ])oiMm-lree has root, 

A.nd iniilinght listens to tlie lion's roar. 

And long, long deserts scorch tlie camel's I’oot, 

Or heaving whelm the helpless caravan ; 

And as the soil i.s, so the heart of man. 


Afric IS all the sun's, and as her earth 

Her human clay is kindled; full of power 
Bor good or evil, burning from ils birth. 

The Moorish blood jiait.dves the pl.uiel's hour. 
And like the soil binieath it will bung foitU; 

Beauty and lo\e w^cre llaidec's mother’s dower; 
But her large dark eye show’d th'cp i’a>siou’s force. 
Though slcejnng like a lion near a source.'" 


Her daughter, temper’d with a milder ray. 

Like summer clouds all silvery, smooth, and fair. 
Till slowly chaiged w'itli thunder they display 
’I'error to eaith, and tinnpest to the air. 

Had held till now her soft and inilky way; 

But overwrought wnth j^asi^ton and desjiair. 

The fire burst forth from her Numidian veins. 

Even as the Simoom sweeps the blasted plains. 


The last sight which she saw w^as Juan’s gore. 

And he himself o’ermaster’d and cut dowm ; 

His blood w^as running on the very floor 

Where late he trod, her beautiful, her ow n ; 
Thus much she view^’d an instant and no more, — 
Her struggles ceased whth one convulsive groan ; 
On her sire’s arm, wdiich until now scarce held 
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[OANTO IV, 


LIX. 

A vein had burst, and lier sued lips^ pure (l}cs 
Were ^dabbled with the deep blood uliicli ran o'er; 
And her liead droop'd, as \^h('n the lily li(‘s 

6'(‘rclinru(‘d nitli ram: her siiniinon'd liaiidinaids boie 
Their ]a(l> to her coueli uith ^ii^hiui^ e\es, 

Of lierbs and cordials they produ^ted their store, 

But slic defied all means the\ could einjihn, 

Like one life could not Imhl, noi death dc'^trin. 

l V 

Days lay she in that state unchan”(Hl, though chill- 
AVith nothing livid, still lier lips were red; 

She had no jndse, but (h-ath s(‘ein'd absent still ; 

Ko hideous sign proclaim'd her Miudy (h'ad ; 
Corruption came not in (‘adi mind to kill 
All hope; to looh npf-n hei sweih t.ic(‘ bred 
Neu thoughts of life, for it seem'd full of soul — 

She had so imieh, earth could not claim the nliole. 


Tile ruling passion, such *is marble shows 
Wlien exquisitely cliisidl'd, still hiy theie, 
But fix’d as marble's nnebanged iis])ect lliiovvs 
O'er the fair V enns, init for ever fair; 

O'er the ]jn*)eoon's all '‘ternal throes, 

And cvcr-d\iiig Cladiator's air, 

Their eiu'igy like life forms all their fame, 

A"et looks not life, for they are still (hm same.’® 


She woke at length, imt not as sleepers w^ake, 
ilallier the dead, for life seem'd something new, 
A strange sensation which she must paitake 
Perforce, since whatsoever met lier view 
Struck not on memory, tlioiigli a heavy ache 
Lay at her luart, uhose cailiest beat still true 
Brought back tlie sense of jiani without the cause, 
Por, for a wliile, the furies made a pause. 
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Nay, leave tli*ail still furlM, niiJ ply 
The nearest oaf that’s scatterM by. 

And midway to those rocks wlicre sleep 
The clianneird waters dark and deej). 
Rest froiu your task — so — bravely dour, 
Our course has been riglU swiftly run ; 
Yet Tis the longest voyage, I trow. 

That one Of-J* 


Sullen it ])lungcd, and slowly sap’ ' 

The calm wave ripph'd to tlie bar.' 

I ^^atch’d it as it sank, methom- ’ ' 

Some motion from the current u.u ,at 
Bestirr’d it more, — 'twas but the beam 
That checker’d o’er the living stream ; 

1 gazed, till vanishing from view. 

Like lessening pebble it vvitlidrcw; 

Still less and less, a speck of white 

That geinrn’d the tide, then mockM the sight; 

And all its hidden secrets sleep. 

Known but to Genii of the deep, 

Wliicli, trembling in their coral caves. 

They dare not whisper to the waves. 


As rising on its purple w'ing 
The inscct-qiieen ® of eastern spring, 

O'er emerald ineadovis of Kashmeer 
Invites the young pursuer near. 

And leads liim on from flower to flower 
A weary chase and wasted hour, 

Tlicn leaves him, as it soars on high. 

With panting heart and tearful eye : 

So Beauty lures the full-grown child. 

With hue as bright, and wing as wild : 

A chase of idle hopes and hiars, 

Begun ill folly, closed in tears. 

* riie blue-wii)gc(l buttcifly of Kjihliineer, tbc most laro and beautiful of the fli)eciep 

C‘2 
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If won, to oqnal ills beiraAM,^ 

WoR wjnts Ibe iiisoct aiul Iho rnaid ; 

A life of pniti, ilio loss of jk mcr, 

I'roin iiif.uil’s play, and maids capncc ; 
The lovely iny ‘'O liercely sought 
Ifalh los| ils eh, mil by ])(‘inir e.imrhf^ 

I'or every ioiieli llial wuoM i(s s|.iy 
II.illi bnisliM ils bngli((^t hues naay, 
Till charm, and liiu', and heaid\ lioiie, 
'Tis led to 1!) or fall aloiv. 

AViili Moijyded wiiiLq or bleedimr lin'.ni. 
Ah! M hall eitlirr \ielim ri ' t ^ 

Can this n/'y -aded ai sfj.n 
Truin roM' (idip as la i.uc 
Or i]eaid\, bligliled in in lioiir, 

Pind joy AMlInii her biokni lamer 
!No: ga}!'! insei'ls lluileiiiig by 
!N(der drooj) the wing (dei thns<- lhat (he, 
And lovelier llniigs lia\(‘ mere \ shuun 
To every failing hut their own, 

And every voc a tear eau elann 
an eiToig sisiia’V bhanie. 


The ]\rind, that broods o’er gnilly woes. 

Is like the Scorpion girt by lin' ; 

In eirele narrowing as it Jous/ 

The lianies around their captive elosi*, 

Till inly search’d by tlionsand throi's. 

And maddening in her ire, 

One ^ad and sole relief she knows, 

The stmg she nourisldd for her foes, 

A\ liose vimoin never yet was vain, 

Gives bul^ one pnng, and cim's all pain, 

And darts into lier desperate brain : 

So do ti’.e dark in soul expire. 

Or live like Scorjiifin girt by lire ; ® 

[“If ran(;lit, to f.ite alike betray’d ’’ — 
f “ TLe ^atheriui,' nam(.s arnund her doK".” — MP ] 

Alluding to the dubious i.uitidc ol tlic sooreion, so placed foi experiment by 
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So writhes the mind Eei\iorsc hath riven/ 
Unfit for earthy undooniM foi heaven. 
Darkness above, despnir hene.itli. 

Around it tlaine, uitliin it death ! 


UJack Uas'^an from the IhiiMin flie^;, 

Nor ben(l< on i\oinan"s form Ins (‘\es ; 

The unwonted eh.isc' eaeh liour emjilovs. 

Yet shares lie not the liunter’s Jons. 

Not thus \Mis Il.Lssnn wont to lly 
When Ijeila (lw'(‘lt in his S('imi. 

Dolli Ja’iIii there no longer dwell? 

Th.at talc can oul} llassan iial : 

SlraiiTt* ruinouis in onr eity say 
Upon that eve she Ih'd away 
Wlien Jthaniazan^s® last, sun was set, 

-And llasliin^ from each ininand 
Millions ol laiiijis proehnniM the feast 
Of Jjairain thron^l^h the lamiidleNS I'lasl. 

^Twas then she, wvui as to the halh, 

’Which llassan vainh seaidi’d in wrath; 

For slu' Avas tlowni lier niaster^s ra*^e 
In likimess of a (h'orn'iaii ])ai^% 

And far beyond tin' Aloshmds power 
Had wn'ongM him with the failhles.s Cilaour. 

SoiTKwvhat of this had llassan (hrinhl; 

Unt still so fond, so fan sh(‘ staaiiM, 

'J\)o well lie trusted lo iljc -,1a \(i 
AVhose treacliery (lesei\(‘d a ^lavc: 

And on that eve had pom*, lo nios(jne. 

And thence to feast in liis kiosk. 

gentle pliilnsojihers. Some ni:iinniin tli.tt. ihi* pt.-ilinn of Mk' ‘-'lin" wlion turned 
towarda the luai-P is rnoicly n (ohmiKim- iii"V(.ni( rii , liiit oilu i-- h,iV( at tii illy l)rrMi;'lit 
ill the veidiet “Felo (h* sc' ” Tli<‘ .scorfooits an inl(i'-e‘il in ,i .Kfiredy deci- 
sion of Iho (jnestmii , as, if (me*- f.uily d .is in-iv t Llicy will jnohahly 

1)6 alloweil to live long as they tfiiiik jnupt-i, wiLlmul In mg luaityud loi the sako 
of a’j liypotheMS 

[Loid Byron assured Mr. DalLis that tlic siiuile of the .scoi])ioii was imagined in hia 
sleep.] 

7 [“So wntlies the mind by Confauitnce riven.” — MS.] 

® The cannon at sunset clo.se the Rhamazan. 
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Such is the talc his Nubians Icll^ 

Wlio did not watch their charge too well ; 
But others say, that on tliat night. 

By pale Pliingari's* trembling light, 

Tlie Giaour upon his jet-black steed 
Was seen, but seen alone to speed 
With bloody spur along tlie shore. 

Nor maid nor page behind him bore. 


Her eye^s dark charm ^t\i ere vain to tell. 

But gaze on that of the Gazelle, 

It m\\ assist tliy fancy well ; 

As large, as languislnngly dark, 

But Soul bcam\l forth in every spaik 
Iliat darted from bcneatli tlie lid. 

Bright as the ji^wel of Giaiiischid.' 

Yea, So7d, and should our jirojilu't say 
That form was nought but breathing clay. 

By Alla! 1 would answer nay; 

I'hongh on Al-Sirat^s arcii 1 stood. 

Which totters o'er the fiery flood. 

With Paradise Avithiu my view. 

And all Ins Jlouris^ beckoning through. 

Oh ! who young Leila's glance could read 
And keep that portion of his creed 

® PLingari, iLo moon. 

^ Tlie celebrated fabulous ruby of Sultan (Tjanischid, tbo embolhsber ol Istakbar ; 
from its splendour, namwl Sehcbgerag, “tbe tmeb Oi iimbt,” alM) “ tlie cup ut Ibe 
smi,” &c. In tbe first edition, Giamsebid” was wntleii as a woid nf three syllables , 
so D’Herbelot lias it , but I am tobl Ru liaidson lecliices it to a du syllable, .iml wiites 
“Jamslud.” I bavc left jn the text tbe orlhogiapb^ of the one with tbe pionim- 
ciatioD of the other. 

[It was to Mooio tliat he ow^cd tlie correctum ] 

" Al-Sirat, tlie hridpe of breath, narrow ei than the thread of a famLslied spider, and 
sharper than the edge of a sword, over vhich tin Miissul mans must .s/n/r into Paiadise, 
to which it is the only entrance , but this is n(‘t the w'orst, the iiver beneath being hell 
itself, into which, as may be ex}>ected, tbeiiiislviHul .indtemler olfoot coutrive to tumble 
with a “ facilis descensus Averin,” not very jileu-'iug in jirospcet to the next i>asseugci . 
There is a shorter cut downwaids for tlie Jews and (JJirihlians, 

[The virgins of raradisi, 'ailed, fiom then laige hl.iek eyes, J/ur al cyun. An 
intercourse witli these, accoiding to the institution of lU.ihomet, is to constitute the 
})nucipal felicity of the faithful Not foimed of clay like mortal voiiicn, they are 
adorned with unfading chaims, and posses^ the piiMlege ot an eteinal youth ] 
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WIncli saitli lliat woman is but iliiist, 

A soulb'ss toy for lust‘d* 

On lu'r miu'ht Mill us iUul o\ni 
Tliat lhi'uui;li Iwr ou‘ lh(' luiiUoiLil .slionc ; 

On li('i l.ur (‘lic'flv’.s imr<iiliim hu(‘ 

TIk' M)nn!^' ])om('i’tan.il( ’ blo'^'orns Mrcw 
Tlu'ir bloom in bhi>lirv i ncu , 

JJ(*r hair in liNacintliiiic" tlow, 
lum lol’L io roll ils iMhl> below, 

A‘^ imdsi b('r liaiulm.ii(l?> in tin* hall 
Shv stood snixM’Kir to them all, 

JJath sw('])[ th(‘ marble wlu’ii' hi'i* fei'i 
(ileaniM whiier than Iho mountain sleet 
Kre liom tlu eloiid that ua\e it biith 
It fell, and (MUi;ht one stain of earth. 

^Idie cwgmd nobl\ walks the w.itm’; 

8o mov(‘d on earth (hreassia’s dam^htcr, 

Th(‘ loveliest- bud of ih'aimiiestaii 
As rears her eri'st tlu' rulllcul Swan, 

And spurns ilu^wave with win^s oi’ pride. 

When ])ass the steps of straimia* man 
Along the banks tliat bound her tide; 

Thus rose fair J^eila’s whiter ii(‘ck : — 

Thus armTl with bi'auti would she (dicek 
Intrnsioids glance, till ga/(‘ 

^Shrunk from the eharms it- m(‘ani to praise. 

Thus high and graceful was her gait; 

Her heart as tendcT to her mail'; 

Her mate — s*ern llassan^ who was lie? 

Alas ! that name wa> not for thee ! 
***** 

Stern Ilassan lialh a journey ta’en 
With tw'cnty vassals in his tiaiii, 

^ A 'Hil^rar error : the Koran allots at lo'ist d of IViiadisc tj ■wull-bfhaved 

women . hut hv f;ii tli'^ irtcjU'! niniilxr of Mus^jI s imOtixoI the text their own 
way, and exclude tlx ii iiK.Ktio^ fioru Ijcoveii h( mi: tie ones Lo IM-il-onit s, l-liey (.ininit 
dihcein “jiiiy htuc^s of tilings” in the souls ul the oili' i slx, coiiLOiviiig tlioin to ho 
su]>ei.s<‘dod hy the ILmris 

® An oiiontal siniiJo, winch may, perliajifc, though faiiJy stiden, be deemed “jilua 
Ar.ihe fju’en Ai.ihie ” 

Hyacmthim, in Arahie “Sunbul,” as common a thought m the eastern jKietb aa 
it was among the Giccks ^ “ Fi.iiiguestan,” Ciieas.sia. 
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Each armM, as best become^" a tuari, 

With arqucA)Uss and aia^-lian ; 

^J'lic cliicF before, as decLM for war, 

Ikar.s m Ins bc'li- liio scinniar 
SfaiuM willi the best of Ariiaut blood, 

AVlu'n in tlie ])ass the rebels stood. 

And few retuniM io ioll the tale 
Of ^^l^at befell in Parne\s vale. 

'JEe j)ist(>hs winch Ins girdle bore 
AV( re those tJiat once a ])a'=:lia A\or(', 

AVlneh si ill, tliongli g^'inniM ;nnl bossM wilh gold, 
Even robberr. tremble to behold. 

^'Tis said li(‘ goes io woo a inidc 
Alore true than her wlio hft Ins side; 

The faithless shne that broke hn* bo\\(a, 

And, worse iban f.n'tbless, for a Giaour 1 


The sun\ last ra^s are on ihe hill. 
And sjiarkle 111 th(‘ foiniLnn nil, 

AVhose welcome wat(‘r^, cool and firm, 
Draw blessings fiom llu’ inoiintaiiuH i : 
]J(Te may the loiifnaiig iin'rchaiii (hf'c k 
Eind iliai rf'posc* ^iv(‘re \ .nn io sf'rk 
In eilies lodged too near his loid, 

And trembling for his secret hoard — 
ller(‘ may he rc'si vIkmc hoik* eaii ^ee, 
]n crowds a slave, in vhserts lVc('; 

And i\itli forhiddf'ii ^liiic may slain 
The bo\U a Moslem ninsi not (liaiii. 


The foremosl Tart arks m I he gap 
Consjncuoiis by his yellow cap ; 
lEe rest in lengthening line the while 
AVind slowly through the long defile: 
Above, the inoinitain rears a peak, 

AYlicre viilimes whet (lie thirsty beak. 

And tJicirs may be a fcasi to-iiiglit, 

8 ]iall tempt them down ere morrow's liglit ; 
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Bcncailij a viver^s wiiilry stroain 
Has sliruiik before tlie suiuiiicr beam. 

And left a cliniiiiel bleak aiid bare, 

Save sliriibs tliat s])nng to pensli tliere : 

Each side the iindxuiv path thia-e lay 

Small broken crags^of granite gray, • 

]5y time, or mountain lightning, riven 
Eiom summits clad in mists of heaven; 

J'or \^llcre is he tliat hatli beheld 
The p(‘ak ol Liakura iinveird ^ 

a- 

Tlu'V reach the grove of iniK' a1 last; 

“ J>iMiiillah !® now lh(' piTil’s past ; 
l\)v yonder view llu' opening ])lain. 

And there weMl jirick our steeds .ainaiii 
The ChiaiiN spak(‘, and a‘^ lie said, 

A l)ull(‘t whistled oTr his li(\ul; 

The ibreinost Tartar bites the giound ^ 

Scarce bad tliey iiine to elieek ilie rein. 

Swift from tlicir stiaals the rulers bound ; 

Hut llir(*e shall iuwit mount again ; 

Uns(‘eii the fot's that gave tlie wound. 

The d\]'ng ask revenge in vain. 

AVitlisliad iiiisliealhM, and earbiiK* bent. 

Some oVr their- courser's liarness leant. 

Half shelteiM by the steed, 

SoiiK' ily henoatli the nearest lock. 

And tlu'i'c await tin* coming shock, 

Noi tamely stand to bleed 
Eeneaib the shaft ol foes unscaai, 

AA lio dare not cpnt tliiai cragirv screiai. 

IStern Hassan onl} fioni lii^' hoi>e 
Disdains to light, and kiTjis lus ccniise, 

'JAll iiery ilaslies m the van 
Hroelaim too sure the robin r-elan 
Have well secured tlie only way 
C'oiild now avail the promised prey; 

In tin- iniTHC of (inti , ” the e(jmmcnccmcijt of alJ the (.Ii.ipteis ol the KfKin Init 
iid ol and tlianksgiMiii;. 
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Tlion curlM liis very bonnl ^ \^itll ire, 
And gliired Ins vmIIi tienrr lire ; 
“Though far and near tli(‘ bullcta hi>s, 
Tve soiij)(*d 11 bloodier liour than tins/' 
And now ilie foe their coveit quit, 

And call Ins vassnls to siibrnit; 

But Ilassaii’s frown mid liinoiis word 
Ari' dreaded more (liaii hostile sword, 
Nor of Ins little band a man 
BrsigiiM carbine or alaglian, 

Nor rais('d the craven < • v, A maim !' 

In fuller sight, more neai and ni'ar, 
^J'hc lately arnbusliM (oes .ippear, 

And, issuing from tin' gio\(‘, ads mice 
Some who on batll(‘-( liaigi'r jiraiice. 
Who leads them on with foreign brand 
Bar iliislinig in Ins K'd riglil hand? 

“ ’'J'ls h(‘ ! his he! I know hnn now ; 

1 know him by Iiin jiallid brow; 

1 know him by tlK‘ evil (‘W'’'' 

That aids Ins ensious treaelun'v , 

1 know' him by his ]et-l)la(k b irb ; 
^J’hough now aiias'd in A maul garb, 
Aj)osl<)te fioin his own mIc hnlli, 

It shall not save him iioni liie dealli : 
^Tis he I w ell met in any hour, 

Lost Leila^s love, atcnised (iiaonr!^^ 


As rolls the river into oei'aii. 

In sable torrent wildly streaming ; 

As the sea-tide^s ojiposing m(>lion, 
In azure column jnoudly glea 


® A phenomenon not iim-onimon with an anj^iy Mussulman In 1800, the Cajntan 
Pacha’s wluskel^ at a diplomat jc* audience woie no l(‘Sv hvelv witli indiLm.n lou tlj.m a 
ti^cr cat’s, to the honor ot all tlie (b.oinm.uis , tlir ]KaUiilous must.K Inns tw i,sted Liny 
stood cxcct <.f tlioiro-wn aceoid, and w tie <‘\[.e^. ted e\uy iiuum nt tn cli-iUL^e ilien coIomi 
hut at last coJ id LfcL ended ti» sultsjde, wlinli, ]iiebably, saved muio heaas than tiny 
contained liaiis 

^ “Amaun,” epiaxtcr, jiaidon 

“ The “evil eye,” a common superstition in the Levant, and of winch the imaglnaiy 
eflects me yet vciy Sin^iilai on tliohc wliu coucene themselves allected. 
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Bents back tlio current uuuiy n roocb 
In curling foam and mingling Hood, 

Willie eddying whirl, and breaking wave. 
Roused by the blast of wint(T, ra\e ; 

Through sparkling spray, in lliiindering clash, 
Tlie lightnings of the waiters flash 
In awful whiteness o\ r the shore. 

That shines and shakes beneath the roar ; 
Thus — as the stream and oec'an greet. 

With waves that madden as tlu'v nua'I — 

Thus join the bands, whom inntnal wrong. 
And fafe, and fury, drive along 
'I'hc bickering sabres^ shivernig j.ir ; 

And pealing wide or ringing near 
Its echoes on the throbbing ear. 

The death shot hissing from afar ; 

The shock, the shout, the groan of w'ar. 
Reverberate along that vale. 

More suited to the sln'plicrd's tale: 
Though f(‘w^ the nuinlKn’s — theirs (lie strife. 
That neither spares nor speaks for life 
Ah! fondly youthful hearts (;an jiress. 

To seize and share the d(;ar caress ; 

But Love itself could never jiant 
Bor all that Beauty sighs to grant 
With half tlie fervour Hate bestows 
Upon the last embrace of foes, 

AYlien grappling in the fight thc‘y fold 
Those arms that iiehT shall lose their hold; 
Briciids meet to pait ; Love lauglis at faith; 
True foes, once met-, are joinhl till (h‘alh I 


With sabre sliiverhl to the hill. 

Yet drip]niig with the blood lie spilt; 

Yet strain^l willnn the scvli-M hand 
YVliicli cjuivei's round that faithless brand; 
11 is turban far behind him roHM, 

And cleft in twain 1 1 s» firm esi fold; 

3 L“ That neither give-s noi abts fui life” — MS.] 



28 


TITK OTAOT'I!. 


Jlis flowing robe by falcliiDii torn. 

And crimson Jis tlioso clouds of morn 
That, streakM with dusky red, portend 
'J'lic day shall liavc a stormy end ; 

A stain on every bush that bore 
A fragment of Ins j),ilamj)ore 
Jiislireast mill womids uiimimberhl men, 
Ills back to earth, In^* tri(‘e to h(‘aven, 
TalFn IJassm 1 k> — unclosed lAC 
Yet loweniig on lii'- enemy, 

As ]f the hour tlial seal’d lii^ fate 
Surviving left hi'> (jiumehlei'S hale; 

And oTt Inin beiuK lliat fo(‘ \Mth In-ow 
As dark as Ins that bh'd bt■h)^^ — 


''Yes, Led ‘1 sle('j/^ beneath the iva\e, 
Jhit his shall be a ie(ld(T gra\c ; 
lJ(‘r sjiirit jiointed vcdl the steed 
'Which taught that hdoii heart to feed. 
IJc callhl the Ihojilnd, but Ins jioner 
AYas vain against the \eui;(d'id tjiiaour : 
lie callM on Alla, but the woid 
Arose unheedcal or iinlieaid. 

Thou Paynnn fool ! ecuihl Leila’s ])ia\er 
]lc ]).'isshl, and tlniK' aci'onled theie’*^ 

1 wiitchM m} time, I lemued with tlu'se. 
The traitor in In^ turn lo staze; 

My nrath is nreak’d, thi' d(‘ed is d me. 
And now ] go — but go aloiie/^ 


The browsing camels" bells arc tiukling : 
llis mother look’d from her lattice high — * 

* The flowered shawls f^eiieran^ worn 1 15' persons of ranlc 
[“The mother of Sisei a looted out ,U«, v.iJidt)w-, and coed tlirou^jh the lattice 
Why is his ch.iriot so long m coming '' why tair> the wheels ol his chariot ” — Judf/es] 
ch. V. vei. ] 
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Slie saw the dews of eve iK'spniikliiiir 
The p.isture green beneath lu‘r e\(‘, 

She saw the planets laintlv tunddinT : 

“'d’ls twiliglit — sure lii> (raiM is nigh 
She eoiiUl nut rest m the g,n deii-huw i 
Ihit gazed ihvouixli llu‘ gMie oT his shi u.'^i tuwer. 
“ Wliv eornes he uul Ins steeds are il- cl, 

Nor slirnik tluw from tlu* suninu'r heal . 

"Win sends not tlu' Ih’iih'grooni his |Hnitiis(>ii >i:t 
Is Ins lieart more euld, or liis fi.irh less suili 
Oh, false reproaeli ! M)n Taitar nuu 
lias gaiiiM onr nearest mounlani’s Isiovi, 

And wanly the stca'p desei luls, 

And now^ williin the valh‘_\ Ix'iids ; 

And he hears (In' gift at Ins saddle liuu — 

How euiild I d(‘en\ lus eoursm* slow f 
Hight well ni\ largess slmll rejiay 
Ills weleonu' speedy and wi'aiy \va\/’ 


The Tartar light I'd at the L^ate, 

But scarce uidu'ld his fainting wcii^ht 
Ihs swarthy visagi' spake distress, 

But this might he Iroiii weariness ; 

TIis garh with sanguiii(‘ spots was du‘d^ 

But these might he fioin Ins couist-r’s suK- ; 

[Tins Lcfiiitif 111 oriliirl\ -four linos, wliicli fn,sl, Mitiicaiul in l.ho (iftli I'ditinn, 

opLiieJ thus ju tin- oii:;in.il — 

“ Ili-J Trudhor look’d ftom llio l;i1ti'‘f' In di, 

Willi tlir^dihiin; In .u1 .<iid evo , 

Tin Inov.smi^ ojmil hill^^ an- tuiklm/, 

And tin- last Ito.im of mmI L'lit twiiiKlnit; 

Tis t-vo , Ins liaiii slnniid now l>n niL^h 
Slio oo'ihl Tjot itst in hci »»!iidon hower, 

And cazod thioduh llio loop ot hoi sii-opi-st towor, 

‘M'hy conn's ho not ^ hts ^li'cd-^ au' IU‘( t 

And Mi-Il aio ilu-y tiaiu'd t'> tin suiniiK'i’s Inat’ ” 

Another copj hocan — 

“ Tho InowMiiE oannl hoIK aio tinklinfr, 

And the lirst fn-ain ofovoiiirii' twiidxliin' ; 

Ills iriotliel looked lioin hei 1 itticc liiLdi, 

With tlirolihiijf; hieast and e.ien'i ovo — 

‘’Tjs twilight — sure his tiam is nnrh ’ ’] 

^ [“ And flung to caith his fainting wondit MS.] 
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THE GIAOUR. 


lie drew tlio tokni from Ins \c-r — 

Aiigcl of Dentil ! 'Iis IInss;ui\ cloven crost ! 
His cnljiac* rent — liis enitnn red — 

'Mjiidy, a fearful bride tliy sofi bath wed : 
Me, not from mercy, did tli(‘y spare, 

Dut tins einjinrpled pledge to bc'ar. 

Peace to tlie bravo ^ whose blood js spilt : 
Woe to the Giaour ^ for liis the guilt/’ 


A 1 urban® carved in e():iis(‘st >Ioim‘, 

A jiillar v\:th I’ank M(*(‘ds oh’VLnovii, 
Whereon can now be scared \ read 
’I'lie Koran versi' Unit mourns liu' d(‘ad. 
Point out th(' sjiot vhert' Jla‘-san fell 
A victim m thal lonrly dell. 

Tlier(‘ sleeps as true .111 Osinaulic 
As e’(T at ^leeea bent the knee; 

As ever scorn’d forbidden wine. 

Or pray’d wj/li face toirards the shrine^ 
In orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of “ Alla Tin 
Yet died he by a stranger’s hand, 

And stranger in Ins natn e land , 

Yet died he as in arms lie stoorl, 

And unavenged, at least 111 blood. 

Put him the maids of Paradise 
Impatumt to their halls invite, 

And tJie dark heaven of llouris’ ('\es 
On linn shall glance for ever bright ; 


” The (‘Jilpar is the '•g'hI Ccip (»i oeulie oi tlw liojid- dress , tlies.li.iul is ueiijid 
round it, and loiins ihc' turhan 

'* Tlie turhaii, inllar, and insenptive verse, diofnate the ionihs of the Osincaidit's, 
uhetlioi la the ceautery or the -svi Idea ness la Die mountains you fiequently ]),'iss 
snail.'ir nicinentoR , and on iiKfaiiy ytm are infoi med that tin > letojd some vietim of 
icbellion, pla'idei, ui roveage 

’ “ All.i Jin ♦ ” the '■oneiuding word.s of the Mue/ziirs eall to pr.iyei fiom thn liigli- 
est galleiy on tlic exteiior of tii«- Minaret On a still eviuiug, Mhuii the Mmzmi h.is 
a fine voiee, ulneh is fienmntly Die ease, the etUrt is solemn .uid heautitul beyond .dl 
the bells 111 (nuisteniloin — [Valid, the son of Abdaliaah>k, was the fii^'t who eieft'-l a 
nimaif-t or tunet, and thi-s he nl.ued on the giand mosque at I>ani,t.seuK, loi the 
niue/./.ia or cner to aunouiife horn it the lioiii of luaur ] 
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ACT ir. 


Scene I — The A bi/ss of ^poee."^ 

I ticacl oil air, .md sink not , \c( i IVar 

To sink. 

Lucifer. Ilnvc iaitli in iiw', and I lion ''iialt 1 m' 
iJornc on llu* aii^ of ulnoli I am lli(‘ [innoo. 

Cam. Cm I do so \ntlionl iinjnidv 

Laafn. Ik'lu'vo —and sink noP donlit- — and ponsli I Ihus 
Would rim tlio (‘dicj of llio oilioi (iod, 

\\ lio nanu's nit* demon lo Ins anuels ; iii(‘y 
KcJio yoLind to inrseudiie 1lnn^N, 

Wlnidi, knowin;^; noinj^dil lievond onr slndlow smiM's, 

\\ ()]'<! ij> ilie c.oid wliicli slrike.s fluar I'ar^ and demn 
K\j1o] ^ood uJi.n 7 s lo ilicm 

Jn tlieir abas(‘in('iit 1 ]ia\(‘ none sncli : 

\Vor.shi|) or worslnp nol^ lliun shall Ixdiold 
Idle, worlds he\ond tli} 111 lie world, nor be 
Amerced for donhis heiond lliy little life, 

A\hih lorlure ol ait/ dooming There will eome 
An hour, ulnm, tossM upon some water-drops," 

A man shall say to a man, 'PJelicve in me, 

And walk the v\i'ters/^ and the man sliall wfdk 
The billows and he safe. / will not saN, 

71elie\e m me, as a condiliunal cri'ial 
^1\) save thee; hot lly with mo okw the gulf 
or space an ('ipi.il tiiglit, and I will show 
What thou daCst not deny, — the hislory 
Of j)ast, and jiresmit, and of Intm.’ worlds. 


" [The fliLjlit acioss the nh>-’h (jI spjifc, ami .onid the uamnul^ej cd suns and syRieina 
lull It coin-piises, ix veiv hiio lUsiuti* llKiiiai ] 


B 


D 


VUL 


[‘‘At’ hniii, wjmii walking lai a [utty l.ikt ” MS ] 
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[act n. 


Cain, Oil, gotl, or (lemon, or whatever thou art, 
ls> you our cartli ? 

Lucifer, Do^t thou not recognise 

The (lust Avlhcli formed }onr IhtluT? 

Cain, Can it be ? 

Yon small blue circile, swinging in far ether, 

AVilh an inferior cireh^t near it still, 

Wliieh looks like that which lit our earthly night? 

]s this our jiaradisc ? AYhcKi arc its walls, \ 

And they who guard them 

Ijiicfct. Point me out the site 

Of L’.uadisc. 

(-(uu. Ilou should i ? As we move 
lake siiiilKMins onward, it grows small and smaller, 

And as it vaxes lillh% and tlien l(‘ss, 

Oatheis a h.do round li, like the. light 
\\ li'cli slioiK* tlie ronndesi of tlie stars, Avhen T 
lielield llieni from tlH‘ sk’rts of Paradise : 
jMelliinks lli(‘y both, as reccah' from them, 

7\|)j)(*ai to join tlie iniiumer,d)le stars 
AVhich arc around us; and, as ve move on, 
lncr('asc their myriads. 

Lucf(‘i\ And if there' should be 

AVorkk gri'ater than tliine ov\n, inhahili'd 
r>y greater things, and they 1h('ins(d\es far more 
In number than tlu^ (lu4 of th\ (lull ('ailli, 

1’hough nnil(i])li('d to animalt'd atoms. 

All liNing, and .ill dooniM le death, an(t wretched, 

A' liat wouldst thou liiiiik ? 

I should ue proud of thouglit 

A\ Inch knew such things. 

Li/rft'r. Ihit if that high thought were 

LinlvM to a servile mass of matter, and, 

Xnowing such things, asjnniig to siieJi things, 

And scictice still beyond tlu'in, Aven^ ehaiiiM down 
'Jo the most gross and pedty paltry wan is, 
iVli foul and fulsome, and tlie very In^'t 
Of thine enjoyments a sweet degradation, 

A most enervating and tilthj cheat 
To lure thee on to the n'lU' wal of 
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IVci-ih souls and bodies, all rorcdooiuM to be 
As frail, and few so liai^py 

Ca'in, Spirit ’ I 

Know nought of death, save as a dreadful thing 
Of which 1 liave heard iny parents speak, i:s of 
A hideous heritage I o\\e to them 
No less than hie ; a heritage not hajipy, 

If I may judge, till noM . Ihit, sjnrit ! if 
It be as thou Iiasi. said (and 1 within 
Feel tlu‘ ])ro})hetie torture fif its truth), 

Here Id me die • for to give birth to those 
AVho can hut sutler many years, .imi die, 

IMetiunks nu'K'ly ])ropagatirig (h'ath, 

'\nd multiplying murder. 

L/inl'ci. Thou canst not 

AI/ du“ — there what must survne. 

The Ollier 

Sj)aL(‘ not of this untc) my father, when 
He shut him foUh from Faradis(', with death 
\Vrjtten upon Ills foiehead But at least 
Lit what IS mortal ol me jicnsh, that 
1 nia) he in tlu' rest as angels arc*. 

Jjiicjc/. I am angc'lie . w’onldst thou h(‘ as I arn ? 

(\(in. I know not what thou art . 1 s(ie thy power, 
And s('( tliju show'st me things beyond >//// jjowoj, 
Jkwond all jiowei ol my horn faculties. 

Although infeiior still to my desires 
And my eonc(‘])tions. 

Lnaf(‘t- What are they which dwell 

rio miin\)ly in their jiride, as to sojourn 
A\ itli worms in clay ^ 

Cat It. And what art thou who dwelhast 

8o haughtily in sjurit, and caiist raiiire 
Nature and immortality— and yet 
S(‘^'ni"st sorrow'fiil"^ 

Lnctfer. i .seem that which I am ; 

And therefore do I ask of th(‘<‘, if thou 
Wouldst he immortal ? 

Catn. Thou h.ist said, j must he 

Immortal in despite of me. I knew not 

D 2 
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[act n. 


This until Litely — but since it must be. 

Let me, or liapi>y or unhappy, learn 
To anticipate iny iininorUility. 

Lnci/er, Thou did.^t before I came ujion thee. 

Cah. flow? 

Jjtfrifer, lly suffering. 

Cnui. " "" And must torture be iimnortjil r 

We and tliy sous xmU try. Tut now, behold ! 

Is it not gloj’ious ? * 

Cam,. Oil, tliou beautiful 

And uniinaginidile ether ! and 
A^e, limit i)d>ing niass('s of nierefis( d 
And still inenMsing lights ! AAliat are }C? what 
Is this blu(* nildeniess of intr’i min.ible 
Air, \iliere roll along, as 1 have seen 
'I'lu' lea\es along the Innjud striMiiK'. of Lden ? 

Is }our eouiso ni(‘asujed foi yt Or do ye 
Suc‘(‘j) on in 3 our uuljouiKh'd re\(‘lry 
'riiiough an aerial imi\eisf‘ of endh'^s 
J^xpaiision — 111 n Ill'll nn soul ar lies to ihirdc — 

I nIoMcated w illi (‘(('rml} 

Oh (jlod ! Oil (iods! or \\liatsoe\u’ 30 are! 

1 low bcautifid 3 e are ! how hiMutifui 
Your woihs, or aecideiits, or wliaNoehr 
'I'liey may b(‘ ! Jjet me die, as atoms die, 

(If that they dn^) or tnow ye in 30111- might 

And knowh‘(lg('l JMy thoughts aie iiol in this liour 

Unworthy what 1 st-e, thoiigh my dust is; 

Spiiit ^ let me expire, or sei‘ them nearer. 

JjtfcJcr. Art tliou not lu'arer"^ look back to Ihine earHi ! 

Cain. AYherc is V ? 1 see not lung save a ukisl; 

Of most iniiumerabh' lights. 

Lucifer. Look tlu're ! 

Caiu. 1 cannot see it. 

Lucifer. Yet it s])arklcs still. 

Cfiiii. TJiai I — y onder ^ 

Luefer. Yea. 

Cam, And wnlt tlion 1(‘ll me so? 

Why, T have sf-en (lic fjr(‘-flies and fir(‘-w’orms 
tSjinnkle the dusky g»-oves and tlie giec'ii hanks 



SC! xf: I ] 


CAIN A MYSTERY. 


37 


In the dim twilight^ bvighter you \\oiid 
AVhicli bears tliein. 

Liinfcr. 'J'liou ha^( sirii ()()tliMoims and woikJa, 

Eadi bnglil and 'sparkling — (K)''! tluld^ ofilii'ni? 

(k’ni. Tliat lli( \ arc l>iMutilid la llicir o\mi .'■plicic, 

And tlial tlic nmht, wIik'Ii makes holli Ijcanliliib 

The little sliiinng lire-(l\ in its 

And the innnortal '^lar in ils griMt etniix', 

]\Insl botli 1 k' gnid<'d. 

]j(c{/cr. Tail by whom or what? 

(\iin. Show me. 

Lifc'ifer, DarVl Ihon behold? 

(\n t 1 !()W' know 1 wliai. 

1 behold y(‘l, (hou ha>{ ^hown iK)\i;jht 

1 dale not ua'/a‘ on i'nrthei. 

Lnvifew On, tlien, with nu'. 

AVoiildst llioii behold things mortal or immortal? 

(\tiii. AVliy, wh.il are things*^ 

huL'ifci. lUAh paid} : but wlial (h)th 

Sit lU'xt tliv lieart ? 

(\(n}. The things ] sir. 

Lucjci. lint wdiai 

Sale nearc'sl it 

Cain. ^lh(‘ things 1 luive not seen, 

Nor e\er sli.-ll — tin* 1113 slimes of deatli. 

Jjffci/er. \\ li.il, if 1 sliow to tliee (liiiigs Ailiieli lia\e died, 

L have shown thee much wlncli cannot die? 

Cam. 1 *“0. 

Liicjv). Awa\, then' on our me^iily wnig;s. 

Cum, Oh! how' we cleavii the lilne ' d'he stars lade frim 
us I 

The earth 1 where is e.iilli Iji I me look on it, 

Tor I was made ol' il . 

Lucifer. ^Tis now beyond thee, 

Less, in the universe, than thou in ; 

Yet deem not that thou canst escape it ; IliiiU 
Slialt soon return to earth, and all ils diisL: 

^Tis part of thy cternit}, and mine. 

Cain. Wliore dost thou lead me.*^ 

Lucifer. 


To wliat w'as before time! 
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1^1 ie pliantasrn of tlio world ; ol wliicli tliy wwld 
Is but the wreck. 

Cain, Wliat ! is li not then new ? 

Lvcifer. No more than life is ; and that was ere thou 
Or / were, or the tilings which seem to us 
Greater than either : many things will have 
No end; and some, which would pretend to have 
Uad no beginning, have had one as mean 
.\s thou; and mightier things have been extinct ' 

'To make \^ay for inueh meaner than wq can 
i^nnnis(‘; for wonietilH only and the fij)ace 
Have been and must be all anrhangeahle, 

Hut changes make not death, e\e('])t to elay ; 

But thou art clay — and c«inst but eoinjireliend 
'Hiat \\hicli was elay, and such thou shall behold. 

Cum. Clay, spirit ! what thou wilt, I can surven . 

Lfici/e) . Aw^ay, then t 

( aiH. Hut 11 le lights fade from me fa si. 

And some til^ now grew largia a.s w(‘ approaeli^d. 

And wore the look of worlds. 

Jjtir'ifcr, And such they aie. 

Cain, And Edens in them 

Lncifer, It may be. 

Cain, And mcn 

Lucifer, Yea, or things higlier. 

Cain, Ay! and st*ij)ents loo^ 

Lucifer, AVouldsi thou have men wnthoul them? niu^ 
reptiles 

Bleat he, save the erect ones? 

Cam, Ilow' the lights n^cede I 

AVlieie dy we ? 

Luefer, To the world of piiantoms, winch 
Are beings past, and shadows still to come. 

Cain. But it grows daik, and d.nk — the stars .ne gone ' 

Lucifer. And yet thou secst. 

Cam. 'Tis a fearful light ! 

i\o sun, no moon, no lights innumerable. 

The v(‘jy blue of the enipurjded night 
Fades to a dreary twnliglit, }et I see 
Huge dusky masses ; but unlike tin; W'orlds 
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AVi‘ Avero approaclnnir, Minch, bct^irt Avith light, 

SmiiM full of life ovtMi mIkmi their atinospluTo 
Of light gave AAH}, and showM (Ikmu taking shajms 
U]i(‘(|u:il, of do(‘]) \ ,ilh \.s and \a^t inonntains; 

And some ciniiiing sparks, and ^oinc disjdaMiig 

Enormous Inpiul pLuii‘<, and h(‘giri 

A\ith Inniinou.s l)(‘lt-^, and llo.iting inovuis, AAhich li'ak, 

]jikc lliciii, tin* features of fail’ e rtli : — instead, 

Ad heie reeiiis daik and dreadful. 

Lncijvi, ]5ui distinct. 

Tliou stekf'st to behold death, and dt'ad thing:, 

I seek it nut ; but as I know tlieu* arc 
iSudi, and that niy ^lle^s sin makes liini and me, 

And all thal avc inherit, ludiL' 

To such, 1 would behold at oiu'e, what 1 
Musi oiU‘ da\ S('e perforce. 

JjrcfJh. Eehold ! 

Cam, ^Tis darkness. 

Lvafer, And so it shall be ever; but avc amII 
Unfold its gates ! 

Ca'm. Eiiornious vaiiours roll 

Apart— whaEs this ? 

Jjncifcr. J'hitcr ! 

C(uu, Oaii I return ? 

Lvi}J\n. JJeturn! be sure: Iiow' else should death be peopled? 
Its p'cseiit n^aliii is thin to what it will be, 

Through thee and Ihiiic. 

Cam, The clouds still ojk'H \vid(i 

And wider, and make wndinimg ciicles round us. 

Lact/ei. Advance! 

Ca'm, And thou 1 

laa\ft>\\ Eeai not — wilhout me thou 

Coiildst not have gone beyond tliy woild. On 1 on ! 

[JVtcy da,ap;[mr throu/fh l/u chmils. 
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^lo 


SCENE II. 

Enter Litcifeu and Cain 

Cain. 1J(W sileTil mid how v.isf .‘ur tliesi' dim ^^o^IdK ! 
For (bey soom moro tliiin oii(‘, mid u'( jnorc peojilod 
Than th(‘ hn^m hnllimit luminous oih> \\hu‘li s\miiiL' 

So thickly ill tlic upper nii, tli.it J 
ILid dceiiiM them rather tiie bnglil pojiul.Re 
Of some all ummiigmable ileineiij 
Th.m tilings to be inhabited tlieiiis(d\es, 

But Unit oil drawing Tie.ir (hem I belu ld 
Their swelling into palpable iimnensi' s 
Of matter, whicdi sceinM made fur lii'i (o (Fu i; 

Jtathcr tlian life itself. But heie, all 
So shadowy, and so full of tnilight, th.il 
It speaks of a day past. 

Lucifer. It is the lealm 

Of death. — Wouldst have it present 

Cain. Till I know 

That which it leallv is, 1 CMimoi lU'^wer. 

But if it be as T have lu'ard in\ lalhei 
Deal out in Ins long hoinili(‘s, hts .1 ihiiig — 

Oil God ’ I dare not think oidl ’ rAn^ed be 


^ [LohI Evron, in one uf hi.s lettero, fctates lus oliioit in (aii\in” ('uu mi . !i i<i. 
^vhlcllls jieoplf'tl witlj e inlntl)] tints of unr muti. wcit! “(’.im i-v ^ pjm 1 

man if Lnoilor proniisoU him kingdom, , it mild d'/fr hiuj lln nl>M<1 <>1 i!„- 
demon is to Inm rIiII fiiitlicr in his own istini.Rj .11 iImm lie v\.is liefoK, li^ 

showing him mfmitu things and hib o\sn .ih.i-enunt, til! he kdU into tin ii.iuie ol 
mind that li.wJsto the cvitastinjihe, fiom me.c jintatmii, md pn medital ion, 

01 envy of Afxt (^hich Mould have iiudi Imu t onk-mptibl ), huL tiom jimm amt liiiv 
against the inadequacy of his slate to his f oneqdmns, and which dis< h.iigi's UmII 
lather agaiimt ife, and the Author of lih, than the rncie livin-j Jhs snhsKjiunl 
remorse is the natiiial eihet of looking on his .siiililoii d(xd IJad the died lit- n 
premeditated, his repeutama would have lie< n tanliei.” 

When Lucifci hunsrlf harl piemised tluit suneiings were tlio lot (*( those spiiiLs who 
had sided with him against .fehovah, is it liKelyth.it a mme aiim ite knowledge ol 
them would iiiciea.se Cain’s eagerness lor tlo allmiice, or that Ik- would not lalliu 
have inquired whether a hietter fortune did rmt await the adherouts of tlie tuumjihaul 
sidi' f TJk* specfcmle of m.-ny ruined w-oilds wa.s more likely to .awe a inoi-tal iiit«» 
submission, than to loust him to hopeless icoistanee. — B ishop Ulbeh.J 
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He who invciitod life that leads to death ! 

Or the dull mass of life, that^ being life, 

Could not retain, but needs must forfeit it — 

Even for the innocent ! 

Lucifer. Dost thou curse thy father ? 

Can}» Cursed he not me in giving me my birth ? 

Cursed he not me before my birtli, in daring 
To ])luck the fruit forbidden ? 

Lucifer. Thou sayCst well ; 

l^hc curse is mutual T.wixt thy sire and thee — 

]jut for thy sons and brotlier? 

Cam. Let them sliau' ii 

With me, their sire and brother ! AVhnt else i^* 

DequeathM to me I leave them m\ inhentaiKi 
Oh, }e uiterminable gloomy realms 
Of swiimuing shadows and enormous shape's, 

Some fully shown, some indistiiK't, and all 
Mighty and melancholy — what are 3^0 ^ 

Live ye, or have ye lived ? 

Lucifer. Somewhat of both. 

Cain. Then what is death ^ 

Lucifer. AVhat Hath not he who made \e 

Said ^tis another life? 

Cain. Till mnv he hath 

Saul nothing, save that ail shall die. 

Lucifer. lArhajis 

lie one day wall unfold that further scent. 

Cam. llaj)])} the day ! 

Liicfer. Yes; ha])p\0 w hen untolded, 

Through agonies uiis])eakcd)le, and cloggM 
A\jlh agonies eternal, to innumerable 
Y(‘i unborn myriads of unconscious atoms, 

Ail to b{^ animated' for this only ! 

Cam. What are these mighty phantoms which 1 see 
Float ing around me ? — Tlnw wear not the form 
()( the iut('lligences 1 have seen 
Kound our regretted and iinenterM Ldi’u, 

Nor wear the form of man as i have view'M it 
In Adames and in AbeFs, and 111 mine. 

Nor in iny sister-bride/s, nor in my childreids : 
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A fid yet tliey Lave an aspect, which, though not 
Of men nor angels, looks like something, winch, 
If not the last, rose higher than the first, 
Haughty, and higli, and beautiful, and full 
Of seeming strength, but of inexplicable 
Shape; for I never saw such. They bear not 
The wing of seraph, nor tlie face of man. 

Nor form of mightiest brute, nor aught that is 
Now breathing; mighty yet and beautiful 
As the most beautiful and mighty which 
Live, and yet so unlike them, that 1 scarce 
Can call them living.' 

Lnc\fcr. Yet t1icy lived. 

Cam. Where ^ 

Jjvctfer. 

Thou livest. 

Cain. When ^ 


here 


Lucifir. On what thou callest earth 

They did inhabit. 

Cain. Adam is the first, 

Lunfer. Of thine, 1 grant lliec — but too mean to bt 
The last of these. 

Cain. And w].nt arc they? 

Lucifer. That nhich 

Thou slialt be. 

Cain But what were they ^ 

Luf-i/er. Jn \ ing, higli, 

Intelligent, good, great, and glonous things 
As much superior unto all thy sirc', 

Adam, could (’^er hn\e been ui Eden, as 
The SLvty-thoiisaiidtli generation shall be. 

In its dull dam]) degeneracy, to 

Thee and tliy son ; — and how weak Ihey are, judge 

By thy own flesh. 

Cam. All me ! and did (lei^ perish ^ 

Lucifer. Yes, from their earth, i)< thou will fade from tliine. 

Cam. But w^is n/me theirs'^' 


’ [“ I have supposed Cain to he shown in the- pit-AdainiteK, hi iii^sduloviiid 

with Ji higher intelligence than man, huilntally unliU Imn in form, ami uilh nnn li 
greater stiengtL of mind and iierwjii "—Lord L.\s Lcllm^ | 
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Lucifer. It was. 

Cain. Blit not as now. 

It is too little and too lowly to 
Sustain such creatures, 

Lucfer. True, it was more glorious. 

Cain, And wherefore did it fall ? 

Lucifer. Ask him who fells. 

Cain. But how ? 

Lucifer, By a most crusliing and iiiexorabl<‘ 

Destruction and disorder of the eli'inents, 

Wliicli struck a world to chaos, as a cliaos 
8nhsi(]]iig has struck out a world : siicli tilings, 

^riioiigh rare in time, are frequent in eternity. — 

Bass on, and gaze upon Ihe ])abt. 

Cam, ^Tisawfull 

Jjucfer. And true. Behold these phantoms ! they were once 
Material as tliou art. 

Cam. And must I be 

Jake them ? 

Luefer. Let He wlio made thee answ er that. 

1 show thee what thy ])redece>sors are. 

And what they were thou feelest, in degree 
Inferior as thy petty feelings and 
1'hy petiier portion of the immorial ])art 
Of higli intelligence and earthly strength. 

What ye in common have with what they liad 
Is life, and what ye shall ha^ e- -dentil : tlu^ le^l 
Of }our ])ooi attributi’s is such as suits 
llejitiles engenderM out of tiie subsiding 
Shine of a mighty universe, crushhl into 
A seal eel \-}et sluqied planet., peopli'.d with 
Things whose enjoyment w^as to be in blindness— 

A l^iradise of Ignorance, from wdiich 
Knowledge was barred as poison. But behold 
Wliat these superior beings arc or were; 

Or, if it irk thee, turn tlu'e back and till 

The earth, thy task — Bll waft thee there in safely. 

Cain. No : Bll stay here. 

Luefer. How long"^ 

Cain. 


Kor ever 1 Since 
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1 must one (l,iy return here from the o.iith, 

I rather would remain ; 1 am sick of all 

That dust has sliown me —let me dwell in shadows. 

Lucifer, It cannot be: lliou now belioldest as 
A vision that wliich js reality. 

To make thyself lit for this dwelling, thou 

T\Iust pass tliroucrh what the things thou see/st have pass'd — 

The gales of dealh. 

Cuiu, ]5y what gate have we enter'd 

E\ en now P 

Jjurfer. mine ! Ihit, plighted to return, 

5l\ s])iiit buoNs thee up to breathe in region^ 

M^here all is breathless save thyself. Gaze on ; 

]5ut do not think to diiell here till thine hour 
Is come. 

Cain, And these, too; ean lla‘\ n(‘'er repa^'- 
To earth again ^ 

Luefer. Then caith is g<)ne for evei — 

So changed ly its eonviilsioii, the> would not 

Be conscioiis to a single present s])ot 

(Jf its nc\A scarcely harden'd surface- -'iwas — 

Oh, vhat a beautiful vorld it v'an 

Cam, A lid is. 

It is not vith tli(‘ earth, though I nm^t till it, 

1 fed at war, but that I may not profit 
By A^hat it bi’ais of beautiful, untoilnig, 

A or giatifv my thousand swidlnm llnnmbts 
AVitli knowledge^ nor allay iiiy thousand fears 
Of death and 'life. 

Luefer. What tin \\oild is, thou scc'sf, 

= [Ml. (Uirortl having, tlTuir/h ]\Ii. .aiiuniv, suggc^U‘cl tlie iJicpiiety of omitting a 
])Oition of til’"-, (lialngur, Lojd ]»yi(.ji irpliod * “'Jin Iami ]u!..sigi s ranjiot ho.-dUn'd 
without Hinting Lucifer talk ]d,(' the IhUn']) of Li^nduii, vljnli wnnld nut he inf lie 
chui actor of the foiinei The ii(aiy](in is fjnui «'umci jth.it ol tin d/f/ tunUlu) Tlie 
other l)assa;rc IS also in ehai.ntd , if ^ so much flu l.^tt* i, I-mmusi then it 

can do no hfuin , and tfic silhei Satan i-. made, lln* sifti loi eMiy h idy As to 
‘alaiius,’ (VC, do you leali.v think sn.h fliinirscMi ]i d any hci]\ asfiav f Aie tin se 
people more impious than MilLm's Satan ' oi tJio J'l .iim tloMi-^ i>\ ANd.y lus'/ oi evui 
than ‘tlie Saddiicees,’ the ‘Imll ol Jtiii'alim * of Mdni.in. iVc ' Ail ict Adam, Eve, 
Adah, and Abel, as pious as the ('auviii. t , ' (aih.id is too \mm' a man to think that 
such things can have any «jerious eliect ’ wJi>> was (vii aU( lod b\ a ])oem ^ 1 l)eg leave 
to observe, that there is no creed or pcisoiial hypoLln'-n ot lumc in all this , hut I was 
ohliged to make Cam and Lucifei talk cousjbtently , and suuly ihi', lias always hceii 
permitted to puehy.”J 



S'm:ni: it.] 


GAIN. A MYSTEllY. 


ib 


Bat canst not comprcliend the shadow of 
TJuit which it was. 

0am. And those enormous creatures. 

Pliantoms inferior in intelligence 
(At least so seeming) to tlie things we have pass'd. 
Resembling somewhat the wild habitants 
Of the deep woods of earth, the hugest wliich 
Roar nightly in tlic forest, but ten-fold 
In magnitude and terror; lallcr tliaii 
'I'lie cherub-guarded walls of Bden, with 
Ryes fla‘<hing like the tiory sMords nliicli fence them 
And insks projecUng like ilic ti('(‘s stripp'd of 
Tli(‘ir bark and btaticlies — \Alrat were tliey ^ 

Lucifer. That i\liich 

The ]\laniinoili is in thy world ; — but these be 
By myiiads underneath its surhice. 

('(tiu. But 

None on it ^ 

Luc/J^r. No : for th\ frail race to war 
Willi I hem would reinh'r the ciiisc on it useless — 
"rwoiild be dc'stro^M so eaily. 

Odiu. But why V'ar ^ 

Ltfci/er. You lia\e forgotlcm the d(‘mmeiation 
Wliiili drov(^ yoiii r.iee lioni Rden — war with all things. 
And death to all things, and dis(‘ase to most things. 

And jiangs, and bl(tern(‘s^ ; tliese were the fruits 
( )f lh(' ioi bidden tree. 

Oiiii. But animals — 

l)jd they, too, eat of it, that they must die? 

Lucifer. Your Maker told \e, (het/ were made for you. 
As you for liim. — Ybiu wnmld not have their doom 
Superior to your own ? Had Adam not 
J'\ail(‘n, all liad stood. 

Citiu. Alas! the hopeless wretches ! 

They too mu^t share in} sire's fate, like ins sons; 

Like them, too, without liaMiig shared the a])ple; 

Bike lliem, too, wdtlioiit the so dear-bonglit knowleilye ! 

Tl was a l}ing tree-^-for we liiow nothing. 

At- least it prouiiml luoivlalge at i\\Q, price 

Of death -but knowhiUje still: but what knows man? 



46 


CAIN A M YSTERY. 


Lucifer, Tt may bo deaili leads to the highest knowledge 
And being of all things the sole thing certain, 

At least leads to the surest science : therefore 
Tile tree was true, though deadly. 

Cain, These dim realms ! 

I see them, but I know them not. 

Lucifer, Because 

Tliy hour is yet afar, and matter cannot 
Cornprelicnd sjiirit wholly — but ^tis sometlnng 
To know there are such realms. 

Cain, Wc knew already 

That there '^as death. 

Lnafci. But not wliat was besond il. 

Cam. Nor know 1 now. 

Lucifer. Thou kiunAest that there 

A stale, and many states beunul thini* own — 

And tins thou kneA\(‘st not this morn. 

Cain. Jiui all 

Seems dim and &h<idov.>. 

Jaa’ifer. Ih^ content ; it \m11 

Seem clearer to thine lmmoltallt^. 

Cain. And uni i)}mjea>iirah]e iKjUul sp.iee 
Of iiloriou^ a7ure ^^h^ch iloat'' on bc'unid 
A\'hieh Juok’=: like water, and ^^llRh 1 'should detiii 
The ii\ei wliuli out of Paradise 

l\i>t my own duelling, inil tiiat it i'- bankl('s‘< 

And ijoundle."^, and of an eth( i-imI "hue — 

A\ iuit 1" it ? 

inr‘tfci. d'liere is still ^onie such on earth. 

All hough infenor, and thy children shall 
Jhull near it — his the phanta‘'in of an ocean. 

■'Ti- like another world; a li(jnid sun — 

And those inordin.ite creatures s])orting o’er 
Its -liining surface ^ 

J^nrtjcr, Are Us iidiabitants, 

Tlie jia^t leviathan^. 

('^fin. And }on iniiriense 

Si ijumt, ulnoli rears Ins flrj])])ing mane and vasty 
II ('ad ten tnne.s higher tlian the haughtier^t cedar 
loilh from tin abss.s, looking as lie could (loil 
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Himself around tlic orbs we lately lookM on — 

Ts lie not of the kind which basked beneath 
The tree in Eden ? 

hnn/et. Eve, tliy mother, best 

Cnn tell wliat shape of serpent tem])ted licr. 

(hin. This seems too terrible. No doubt the other 
ITiid more of beauty. 

JjffciJer. Hast thou ne^er beheld him ^ 

Cdh. Many of the sauu* kind (at least so calk'd), 

Hut never that ])recise1\ Mliich persuaded 
The fatal fruit, nor even of the same asjieet. 

JjurJer, Your hither saw him not? 

Cam. No : Tuas my motlu'r 

Mho tempted him — she ti'injiled by the ser})enl. 

Luc/Jer. (lood man ! AilK'tick’r thy wife, or thv sons^ wive-^, 
Tempt thee or thi'iii to aimht t limit's new or strangi', 

He sure thou se(^^‘^l first iilio hath teiujifed 

Caiii. Thy ])rec('])t eonus too late : there is no inure 
For sc'i'peiits to teni]>t \iomaii to. 

hue if Cl. I bit there 

Are some thinii;s still which woman ina} tem])t man In. 

And man tempt w'oman : — kt thy sons look to il • 

Vy counsel IS a kind oiu* ; for Tis CMm 
(liven chu'lly at my own expi'iise ; bis tiui', 

'Twill not be follow M, sf) Mii're's liitlo lost. 

Cain. 1 understand not this. 

hnnfer. The h.ijipu'r thou ! — 

Thy world and thou are still too young ! Thou think I'sl 
1'h\self most wicked and unhappy : is it 
A'ot so ? 

Cam. hor crime, I know not ; but for pain, 

1 have felt much. 

Litrjer. First-born of the lirst man I 

Tliy ])reseiit state of sin, and thou art evil — 

Of soiiow', and thou sutlerest — are both Edc'it 
In all its innocence compared to what 
T/ioii shortly may'st be j and that state again, 

111 its redoubled wri'tchedness, a l\iradise 
To what tliy sons' sons' sons, accumulating 
In generations like to dust (whieli they 
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Ill fnct but add too), sliall endure and do. — 

Now let us back to earth ! 

Cain. And wherefore didst thou 

Lead me here only to inform me this ? 

Lucifer. Was not tliy quest for knowledge ? 

Cain. Yes ; as being 

Tlie road to happiness. 

Lucifer. If truth be so, 

Thou hast it. 

Cain. Then my father's God did well 

^Yllcn he proliibited the fatal tree. 

Lucifer. But liad done better in not idaiiting it. 

But ignorance of evil doth not save 
From evil ; it must still roll on the same, 

A part of all things. 

Cain. Not of all thing>. No: 

I'll not believe it — for I lliirst for good. 

Ijitcfer. And ^^ho and what doth not If /w covets evil 
J"or its OMii bitter sake? — A’onc — nothing ! ’ti> 

T1k‘ leaven of all life, and llielc^^ness. 

Cain. AVithin those glorious orbs nhicli wv belicild, 

Distant, and dazzling, and innumerable, 

Fre we came down into tliis phantom n'alm, 

JJl cannot come: t]le^ are too lieautiful. 

Ljua/er. Tliou liast seen tliem fiom afar. 

Cain. And wliat of that 

J)istance can but diminish glory — they, 

Wlien nearer, must be more ineffable. 

Jjncfer. Approach the things of eartli most la'autiful. 

And judge their beaut\ nc^ar. 

Cam. 1 have done this — 

The loveliest thing 1 know ]< loveliest nearest. 

Liirfcr. Tdien there must la^ delusion. — ^\ liat is tliat 
Which being nearest to thine eu‘> still 
More lieautiful tliaii beauteous tilings remote? 

Cain. My sister Adah. — All the stars ol h(‘aveii. 

The deep blue noon of night, lit by an oib 
M'hich looko a spirit, or a sjiinL’s world — 

The hues of twilight — the sun's gorgeous coming — 

Uis Slotting indescribable, which tills 
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My eyes with pleasant tears as I behold 

Him sink, and feel my lieart float softly with him 

Along that western paradise of clouds. 

The forest sliade, the green ])ougli, the hird^s voice — ■ 
TJie vesper bird's, wliicli seems to sing of love. 

And mingles with tlie song of clierubiin, 

As the day closes over Eden's wails ; — 

All these arc nothing, to my e\es and heart. 

Like Adcili's face: 1 turn from earth and heaven 
To gaze on it. 

JjucJer. 'Tis fair as frail mortality. 

In the lirst dawn and bloom of young creation. 

And earliest embraces of earlli'> parents, 

Can make its ollV])nng ; still it is delusion. 

Ctni, You think so, being nut hei broliier. 

Ltfnjer. M ortal I 

My 1)! ullierliood's with those who have no children. 

Cam, Then thou canst have no fellowship with us. 

Lao far. It may be that thine own shall be for me. 
But if thou do>t possess a beautilul 
Being be^ond all beauty in thine eyes. 

Why art thou wretched ? 

Cam. ^Vliy do I exist? 

Why art /Jiuii WTetehed ? wliy are all tilings so ? 

Ev'n he who made ns must be, as the maker 
Of things unha])])} ! To ])roduce destruction 
Can surely never be the task of jo\. 

And yet my sire says he's ominpolent: 

Then why is evil - he being good ? i ask'd 
This question of my father; and lie said, 

Because this evil (uily w^as the path 

To good. Strange good, that must arise from out 

Its deadly opi)f)M(e,^ 1 lately saw 

A lamb stung by a reptile : the poor suckling 

Lay foaming on the ( arlh, beneath the vain 

® [God Almighty 1 

Tliort' is some soul of goodness In tilings cmI, 

Would iiK'u obseiviiigly distil it out; 

For our had neighbours make us early stirreil^ 

Which is both healthful and good husbandry , 

Besides, they are our outwaid couseienccs, 


VOU T. 
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And piteous bleating of its restless dam ; 

My father plucked some Jierbs, and laid them to 
The wound; and by degrees the lieljdess v\ietch 
Resumed its careless life, and rose to drain 
The motlier^s milk, who o'er it tremulous 
Stood licking its reviving limbs \^ith joy. 

Behold, my sun ! said Adam, how from evil 
Springs good ’ 

Lucifer. What didst thou ansuer? 

Cant. Nothing; for 

He is my father : but I thought, tliat 'tvuTC 
A better portion for the animal 
Never to have been sinur) at all, than to 
Purchase renewal of its little life 
With agonies unutterable, though 
Dispeird by antidote^. 

Lnrtfer. But as thou saidst 

Of all beloved tilings tlioii love^t her 
Who shared thy mother's milk, and givelli hers 
Unto thy clnhlren 

Cain. Most assuredly : 

What should I be vitlioul her ? 

Lucifer. What am 1 ? 

Caitt. Dost thou love iioihing ? 

huctfer. Wliat do(‘s thy God love? 

Cain. All things, my hither sa^s; hut 1 confess 
1 see it not in their allotment liere. 

Luetfer. And, tlierefore, thon (.an-'t not see if /love 
Or no, except some vast and general purpose. 

To which particular things must melt like snows. 

Cam. Snow's ! what are tlie} ? 

Lnctfer. Be liajipier in not knowing 

luit thy remoter offspring must encounter; 

But bask beneath the clime which knows no winter. 

Cain. But dost tliou not lo\e something like tin self? 

Lucifer. And dost thou love ih^nelf^ 


ATirl preachers i/j us all ; admonishiiig, 

That TAC should dress us fairly for our end. 

Thus may we gather honey from the wee^, 

And make a moral of the devil himself.— S harspsaex.] 
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Cain. Yes, but love more 

What makes my feelings more cmlurable. 

And is more than myself, because T love it. 

Lncifer. Thou Invest it, because ^tis beautiful. 

As \ui.s tlie apple m thy motlier’s eye; 

And when it ceases to be so, tliy love 
Will cease, like any other appe'tite. 

Cam. Cease to be beautiful ! how can that be? 

hactfer. With time. 

Cain. But time has past, and hitherto 

Even Adam and my moilier botli are fair : 

IVot f.nr like Adah and the seraphim — 

But very fair. 

Lacifer. All that must pass away 
In tliein and her. 

Cain. Em sorry for it; but 

Cannot conceive ni} love for her the less : 

And when her beauty disappears, inethinks 
He who creales all beauty will lose more 
Than me in seeing perish such a work. 

Lncifer. 1 ])ili thee wJio lowest what must perish. 

Caju. And 1 thee who Invest nothing. 

Lucifer. And thy brotlier- 

Sits he not near thy heart ? 

Cain. Why should he not ? 

Luofer. Thy father loves him w'ell — so does thy God. 

Cain. And so do 1. 

Lucifer, ^Tis wc[] and meekly done. 

Cain. Meelsly ! 

Lucifer. He is the second born of flesh. 

And is Ills mother's favourite. 

Cain, liCt him keep 

Her favour, since the serpent was the first 
To w'in it. 

Ljuerfer. And his father’s ? 

Cain. What is that 

To me ? should I not love that which all love ? 

Lucifer, And the Jehovah — the indulgent Lord, 

And bounteous planter of barr’d Paradise — 

He, too, looks smilingly on Abel. 

» 2 


m 
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Cain. I 

Ne'er saw him, and I know not if lie smiles. 

Lucifer. But you have seen his angels. 

Cain. Rarely. 

Lucfer. But 

Sufficiently to see they love your brother : 

ILs sacrifices arc acceptable. 

Cain. So be they ! therefore speak to me of this ? 

• Lucifer. Because tbou liast thought of tins ere now. 

Cain. And if 

I hnee thought, wh} reenll a thought that (//c muses as 

agiiaUJ ) — Spirit ! 

Here we are in (hf/ Morld ; speak not of wine. 

Tliou hast shown iiu‘ wonders: thou hast shown me tliose 

Mighty pre-A(hnnites who w'alkM the earth 

Of whicli oui^ Is tlie wieek : thou hast jiointed out 

Myriads of stan\ worlds, of which onr own 

Is the dim anti remote conijiainon, in 

Infinity of lih‘ : thou hast shown me shadows 

Of tliat eM^tence wiih the dreaded name 

lYliicIi iin sire hronght ii^ — Death;" thou hast shawn me much 
But not all • sliow' im* whe’‘e Jtdiovah dwells 
In his especi.il Ikn.nlise — or iltmc: 

Wlit're IS il 

Lvcifer. ILic, ami c/er all space. 

CuiP. Butje 

Have some allotted dwelling — as all things; 

Clay has its earth, and other worlds their tenants; 

All temporal} breathing creatures their 

Peculiar element ; .md things which have 

Long ceased to rireathc oin breath, have theirs, thou say'st ; 

And the Jeho\ali and thyself haAc tlniie — 

Ye do not dwell toi»elher? 

Lucifer. No, w'e reign 

Together; but our dwellings are asunder. 

Cain. M ould there were only one of ye 1 perchance 
An unity of purpose might make umuii 
In elements which sirin now' jarr'd iii storms. 


[“ Whjch rny sue shrinks fiom- Dcjilli.”-' ATS,] 
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IIow came yo, being spirits A\is(; nnd infinite. 

To separate ? Are ye not as brediren in 
Your essence, and your nature, and your glory ? 

Lvcifer, Art not tliou Abc'l’^ brother ? 

Cain, ^Ve are brethren. 

And so we shall remain ; but were it not so. 

Is spirit like to flesh ? can it fall out ? 

Infinity with liiiinortabty ? 

Jarring and turning space to misery — 

I'or what? 

Lncfer, do leign. 

Caiu, Did not tell me that 

Yc are both eternal 


JjHCifer, Yea ! 

Cahi, And what I h.ive seen, 

A^on blue ininieiisity, is boundless*"^ 

Jjifctfer. Av. 

Aiul cairrioi yr bulii 'fdfjv, lhcj.1 ? — is IhcLi'e n.ot 
Tmough? — why should \e difier*’^ 

Lncifer. AVe loUi reign. 

Ciuu, Hut one of \ou imike^ evil. 


Lttctfcr, AVineh*-' 

Onu, Idiou I for 

If thou cansi do man i^ood, mIiy dost thou not? 

Lifv'tfer, And why not he \iho made ? / made }e not ; 

Ye are his creatures, aiul not mine. 

Cant, Then leave us 

His creatures, as thou say^st Me are, or show me 
Thy dwelling, or 1m dMelling. 

Lucifer, I could show thee 

Both ; but the time Mill come thou shalt see one 
Of them for eveiinoie.'^ 

Cain, And why not noM 

Lucifer, Thy human mind hath sc.iieely gras[) to gather 
The little I have shoMu lliee into calm 


* [lu Lord Byrou’s Diary for January 28, 1821, Me find the following cutiy : — 
“ Thought for a sgcrch of Lucifer ^ hi the Tragedy of Cain. 

“‘Were Death nn evil, mmuM 7 let thee live t 
Fool ' Ine as I Iim" - as thy father ll^eK, 

And thy sons’ soi^ shall Jnc loi CNoiinuie !*”1 
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And clear thought ; and tlmi wouldsf go on a‘?piring 
To the great double Mvstcries ! the two Pnnciples I * 

And gaze upon them on tlieir secret thrones! 

Dust 1 limit thy ambition ; for to see 
Eitlier of these uould be for tliee to perisli ! 

Cam. And let me perish j so I see them ! 

Lucifer, There 

'llie son of her who snatcliM (lie n]i])le s]):ihe ! 

But thou wouldsl oidy perish;, and nol see tliem; 

That sight is for the other sl.de. 

Cam, Ot death ^ 

Lucifer, Tluit is the prehuh*. 

Cain, Then 1 dre.id it less, 

Now tlnit I know it le.ids to soniethinir di’l'niile. 

Lucifer, And non 1 will convex tlu'e to thy world, 

here thou sh.dt innltijily the race of Ad.nii, 

Eat, drink, toil, tremble, laiiali, wiep, slei'p, and die. 

Cain, And to xvhat end have 1 beheld thoe things 
AVln’ch thou hast "howii me? 

Lucifer, Didst tlion not require 

Knowledge? And liave I not, m what 1 showM, 

Taught thee to know' thyself ? 

Cam, Alas I 1 seimi 

Nothing. 

Lvcifer, And this should be the liiiin.iii sum 
Of knowledge, to know' mortal iiature^s nothingness; 

Bequeath that science to tiiy children, and 
'Twill spare them many tortures. 

Cam, Hangh(\ s|)iiit I 

Thou >peak’st it proudly; but thyself, though jiroud, 

11 a '^t a superior. 

Lacifer, No! By heaven, which He 

llokhj and the abys«, and the immen‘^ity 
Of xvorlds and life, which 1 liold wuth linn — No! 

1 have a victor — true; but no superior. 

[It wouH be tj no purpose, to ,siippo**f tuo su( Ij opposite p)irK’if»le8 F-u*, n^Iuiit 
that a being infinitely lnlschIe^(.us wire inlinif.-ly runiniif:, ;iri<l infimtely pow* tliil, yet 
it coulU dtj no evil, htMuse the opfiot,u. piinr-jph- of iiilimte goixlneHH, iM-ing aUo 
infinitely wise and poweiful, they wi>uld tn up oiu* anotlioT's hands hO tli.vL, uiK)n 
this suppubition, the notion of a deity would signify ju^i nothing - Tillotson.J 
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Homage he has from all — but none from me : 

I battle it against him, as 1 battled 
In highest heaven. Through all eternity, 

And the unfathomable gulfs of Hades, 

And the interminable realms of space, 

And the infinity of endless ages. 

All, all, will I dispule! And world by world. 
And star by star, and universe by universe, 

Shall tremble in the balance, till the great 
Conflict shall cease, if ev(‘r it shall cease. 

Which it ne^er shal], till he or 1 be ([uencliM! 

And \\hat can quench our imnmrtality. 

Or niuUial and irrevocahle li.ile^^ 

He as a conqueror will cill liie coiiquerM 
Ev'J ; but vhat Mill be the t/ood he gives ^ 

Were 1 the victor, /ns woiks would be deemed 
The only evil ones. And \ou, ye ihwv 
And seaiec born mortals, what have been liis gifts 
To }ou alrearly, iii your little world? 

Cant, lint few ; and some of those but bitter. 
Lnn/cr, 

With me, then, to thine earth, and try the rest 
Of his celestial boons to you and U)Uis. 

Evil and good are things in their own essence, 
And not made good or evil by the giver ; 

But if he gives }ou good — so call him ; if 
Evil springs froni ///;;/, do not name it 7/iu)ey 
Till ye know' better its true fount; and judge 
Not by M'ords, though of spiiits, but the fruits 
Of your existence, such ns it must be. 

One (jood gift has the latal apple given — 

Your reimu . — let it not be over-swa}M 
By tyrannous threats to force you into faith 
^Gainst all external sense and inward feeling: 
Think and endure, — and form an inner world 
In your owui bosom — where tlie outw'ard fails ; 

So shall you nearer be the spiritual 
Nature, and war trmmphant with your own. 


13a ck 
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ACT III. 


SoBNE I — The Earth j 'near Eden^ «.s m Act I. 

Enter Cain and Ai>ah. 

Adah, llusli, tread softly, Cain. 

Ca'tn, 1 'm 11 ; but wherefore ? 

Adah, Our liitle Eiiocii skeps upon uni bed 
Of leaves, beiieatii the ( ^|)re^s. 

Cain, Ch press’ ^hs 

A gloomy tree, ^aIucIi looks as if i( mouriiM 
Okr what it sliadou^, ^\ll(n‘elore didst thou choose it 
Tor our cliihPs caiiop\ ? 

Adah, Beeau'^e its branches 

Shut out the sun like night, and llierefore seemed 
Titling to shadow slumber. 

Cam. Ay, I he la-i — 

And longest; but no matter — lead me to him. 

YThnj go up to (hr chdd 

How lov('ly he ajipcars! his little cln^eks^ 

In their jmre incarnation, vunir witli 
The ro^e leaves stiewn beneath them. 

Adah. Ami Ids lips, too, 

IIow beautifully ])arted ! Xo ; you shall not 
Kiss him, at least not now : he will awake soon — 

Ills hour of mid-day rest is neaih over. 

But it w'ere pity to disturb him till 
^Tis closed. 

Cam, You iiave said well; 1 will contain 
My lieart till tlieii. He smiles, and sleeps ! -slee}) on. 

And srnile, thou little, young inheritor 

Of a world scarce less young- sleep on, and smile! 

Thine are the hours and days when both are cheering 
And innocent! thou hast not pluekkl the fruit — 

Thou know^st not tliou art naked ! Jlu^^t the time 
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Come tlioii slialt be amerced lor bins unknown, 

Which were not thine nor mine ? J3ut now sleep on 1 
His cheeks arc reddening into deeper smiles. 

And sinning lids aro'trernbling ohn’ his long 
Lashes, dark as the c\])ress wliieh waves o’er tliein: 

Half open, from beneath them the clear blue 
Laughs out, althoiigli in skntdDcr. lie must dream — 

Of what ? Of Paradise I — Av ! dream of it, 

My disinherited boy ! 'Tis but a dream ; 

Por never more thy>('lF, thy sons, nor fathers, 

Shall walk in that foi hidden place of jo} !' 

Dear Cwm ! j\.iy, do not Avhisper o'er our son 
Snell melancholy U'aniing^ o’ct th(‘ past : 

A\ hy \Mlt thou .d\\a\s moiiin ior J’aiadise? 

Can we not make aiiotluu’ ? 

Can?. A\lieic‘‘^ 

At/?/? Ib'i’e, 01 

AA^heie’ei thou wilt: vlieiehn’ thou ait, I leel iiui 
The want of this so much r(‘gretled Eden. 

Have 1 not thee, our boy, our sire, and brother, 

And Zill.di — our s\\e(‘t and out Eve, 

To wdioin ^^e owe so much besides our birth ? 

Cai/?. Yes — death, too, l^ amongst the debts v\(‘ owe her. 

A(/a/?. Cam ! that jiroud spirit, who withdrew’ thee hence, 
Ilatli saddciiM tliiiie still dei'per. i had hojied 
The pi unused wonders which thou hast bela'ld, 

Visions, thou say^sl, of ])ast and ]jresent woilds, 

Would have compos(Hl tli^ niiml into the calm 

Of a coiiteiited knowledge; but 1 see 

'Jliy guide hath done thee cmI : still 1 thank him, 

And can forgive him all, that he so soon 
Hath given thee back to us. 

Cai?i. So soon ? 

Adah. ^Tis scareelv 

Taao hours since ye dejiarled: two /a??(j hours 
To but only hoin's upon the sun. 

Cam. And yet I have apjiroacldd that sun, and seen 

7 [TLe censorious may say wliat they but tbeic aie speoebes iii the mouth of 
Cam and Adah, especially ro^aiding tbeir child, 'wlu li iiothin^^ in English poetry but 
the ‘‘ iivood-iioteB wild ot Sliakspeaio evci equalled.— Si a Egluton Rbydges J 
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Worlds wliicli lie once shorn on, and never more 
Shall liglit ; niul worlds he never lit : niethouglit 
Years had roird oY'r iny absence. 

Hardly hours. 

Cal?i. The mind then hath capacity of tune, 

And measures it by tliat vliicli it beholds. 

Pleasing or ])ainfnl; lillh* or aliiiighli. 

T had beheld the iinineinori.il Morks 
Of endh'ss beings; skirrM (‘xtingiiishM worlds; 

And, gazing on elernl(^, im lliouglit 
I had borioiihl more hi a lew drojis of ages 
Prom its iinme!i>ity : but now I feel 
lly littleness ag.iiii. \\ (‘11 s.iul the spirit, 

That I Mas not lung ! 

Allah. \Vherel‘oi(’ said he so? 

Jehovah said not that. 

Cam. Xo : he contents him 

With making us the ihi/hmff which we art' ; 

And after tlatteriiig dii^t with glimpses of 
Pdeii and Jinmortalih, resolves 
It b.ick to dust again — fur what ^ 

Allah. Tlioii kllo\v^^l — 

Even tor our parents^ error. 

C<im. AVIiat i" that 

To n^? they ^inn’d, llnm let them die ! 

Allah, d’iiou h.i^t not spoken will, nor i> th.it thought 
Tli\ own, but of t;u' “jiint whi- e, a^ with tine, 
onld 7 could dn joi them, *'0 ///'V' miubt li\e! 

(\im. so -,i\ I p’o\idrd til. it one \iclini 

MlL^lit saTl.iTe lb(" in^.itl.ibh* (d llie, 

And iliat our lnih io^\ ^liM'pir iIktc 
M ight ne\er ta^tr of death nor linmaii sorrow, 

]\or hand it down to tlio'^c* wlio 'spring from liim. 

Allah. How know we tint ^onn* such atonement one day 
Ma^ not red(‘em our race 

Cam. H\ '^acnfieing 

TIui harmless for the gmlh ? what atonement 
Mere there? \vh\, ?/>' are imioeent : wlmt Inive we 
Done, that we mu*'! be \ictmis lor a (h^ed 
Before* our hirtli, or need ha\e Mcliins to 
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Atone for this mysterious, nameless sm — 

If it be such a sin to seek for knowledge ? 

Adah, Alas ! thou simiest now, my Cain : thy words 
Sound impious in mine ears. 

Cairt, Then leave me ! 

Adah, Never, 

Though thy God left thee. 

Caw, Say, wliat liave wt lifre? 

Adah. Two altars, which our hi other Abel made 
During thine absence, whereujjon to offer 
A sacrifice* to God on thy return. 

Ca])i. And how know he, that / would b(* so ready 
With tlu* burnt off(‘rings, whicli h(' daily brings 
With a meek brow, whose ba'^e humility 
Shov^s more of h‘ar than worship, as a bribe 
To the Cl eat or 

Alah, Sui(‘l_\, well dom*. 

Caw. One altar ma\ ^ulhe(‘; / ha\ * no oUenng. 

Adah. The Iruils of the earth, the e.iil\, beautiful 
Blo's'^om and bud, and bloom (d'llouers and fiuils, 

'I'hese are a goodly ollering to the Loid, 

Given with a gentle and a contrite spirit. 

(Ana. J have toilM, and tillM, and sw^eaten m the sun. 
According to the curse: — must 1 do more? 

Tor what should 1 be gentle for a war 

nil all tlu* eli'uu nts (‘le they will ueld 
The biaati we e.it ? Tor what must I be grateful? 

Tor b(*ing (lust, and gro\ oiling in the dust, 

I'lll I K'lurn to dust? If [ am nothing — 

Tor nothing shall I be an Inpocrite, 

And seem well-jileased with pain? Tor what should I 
Be eontuti*'^ for my fathers sin, already 
Expiate with what we all have undergone. 

And to be more than exjuated by 
The ages pro])hesied, upon our si'cd. 

Little deems our \oung blooming sleeper, there, 

I'lie germs of »in eternal misery 
To myriads is within him ! better Hw’erc 
] snatch'd him in his sleep, and dash'd him 'gainst 
The locks, than let him live to — 
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Adah. Oh, m\ (Joh ! 

Q^oucli not the child — my child! ihij child ! Oh, Cain I 
Caia. Fear not! for all the stars, and all the power 
Which sways them, 1 would not accost yon infant 
With ruder greeting than a fathei^s hiss. 

Adah. Then, why so awful in thy speech? 

Caia. 1 f'aid, 

^Twere better tlinl he ceased to live, tlian giv(‘ 

Life to so much of sorrow^ as h(‘ must 
Endure, and, harder slill, l)e(pi(\ath, hut since 
That sayini; jars ^on, lei ns only say — 

^Iwere betU'r that he ne\er liad hem burn. 

Adah. Oh, do not s:iv so ! Where were then the jo\>. 

The mother’s jo\s of warelnng, nouri-lniig. 

And loving him? Soft 1 he aw a.ues Sweet Enocli ! 

[>/(C not^ to tli€ child. 

Oh, Cam! look on him; s((‘ liow full of In'e, 

Of strength, of bloom, oi bi'anty, .ind ('f Jo}, 

How like to me — how hk(' to i'ikt, when gentle, 

For then we are all alike; idi nol so, C.iiii 
Jlother, and sire, and son, onr liatuie- aie 
lleflected ill each otlier; tlie\ aie 
111 the clear wateis, wlum Ihe// ait“ //tz/AV, and 
When Ihoa arl ui^fiilc. J;o\(‘ iin then, niy C.un • 

And lo\e tinsel! lor our "rikc'S lor we love ihee. 

Look ! liow lie laiigliN and ''trc'icht's (mt hi" arms. 

And oj/ciis wide lii" Idm* twes upon tiiiin*. 

To liail Ins father, while his littli ionii 
Flutters as wiimM with |o\. Talk not of |•alu! 

I’he childless i lierulis \\(]1 miglit (mv\ tlni' 

Tlie iileasures of a jiaicmt I Fle'^s him, (knn ! 

As 3 ct he hath no word" to thank thee, but 
Ills heart will, and ihinc own tfzo. 

Cahi. J’dcss thee, bo^ ! 

If that a mortal bh‘-"i]ig may a\ail thee, 

To save thee from the serpent's curse ! 

Adah. 

Surely a fatlier's blessing may avert 
A reptile's subtJcL, 


It shall. 
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Cain. Of that I doubt ; 

But bless him ne^er the less. 

Adah. Our brother comes. 

Cain. Thy brother Abel. 


Enter Abel. 

Abel. Wt'lcDiiK*^ C.iin ! My brother. 

The ponre of God be on thee ! 

Cat if. Ab( 1, h.iil ! 

Oui sister Mis me fliat thou hast been wandering, 

In high eommunioii \Mth n spirit, far 

Be\ond our wontial range. U as lie of tho'>e 

A^ e li<i\(‘ siH’u and s])f)lveii \Mlh, like to our father'*^ 

Ca/fi. T\(). 

Abel. then commune \Mlh him? lie mny be 

A foe to the Most High. 

Ciiiii. And friend to man. 

Has tlie Most lligli bi en so—if so }o\[ term liim''^ 

jlbel. Teriif ///»/' u)ur words are strange to-day, my brother. 
My sister Adah, liMve us for awhile — 

AA e nnan to sacnfice. 

Aihtli. I'kircwcll, my C.un ; 

But fust embrace thv son. ]\Iay Ins soft sjiint. 

And Ahebs pious ministry, recall thee 
To peace and holiiu'ss ! 

\_Exit Adah, with her c\ild. 

Abel. AAdierc hast thou been ? 

Caiif. I know not. 

Abel. Xor what thou hast seen ? 

Cum. The dead, 

The immortal, the unbounded, the oifinipolenl. 

The overpow’enng m}si cries of space — 

The innumerable worlds that were and arc — 

A whirlwind of such oi erw helming tiling'^. 

Suns, moons, and earilis, upon their loud-voiced spheres 
Singing in thunder round me, as have made me 
Unfit for mortal converse : leave me, Abel. 

Abel. Thine eyes are flashing witli unnatural light — 

Thy cheek is llusliM with an unnatural hue — 
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Tliy words are fraught with an unnatural sound — 

What may tliis mean? 

Cain, It moans — I pray thee, leave me. 

Abel. Not till we have pra^\l and sacrificed together. 

Cain, Abe], 1 pray thee, sacrifice alone — 

Jehovah loves thee \Aell. 

Abel, Both well, I hope. 

Cain, But thee the bettor: 1 care not for that; 

Thou art filter for ins wor>]np flian I am; 

Kevere him, then — but let it be alone — 

At least, \Mtliout me. 

AbeL Brother, I should ill 

Beserve the name of our great fatliei's son, 

If, as mv elder, I rexerod Ihee not. 

And in the worship of our (lod, call’d not 
On thee to ]oin me, and precede me in 
Our priesthood — ’tis llix place. 

Cam, But 1 have iie^er 

Asserted it, 

Abel, The more mv grief; 1 jiray thee 
To do so now : thy soul seems labouring in 
Some strong delusion; it will calm thee. 

Cain, No; 

Nothing can calm me more. Cahn f say I ? Never 
Knew 1 what calm was in the soul, all hough 
. I liave seen the elements still’d. Jl x Abt'l, leave me ! 

Or let me leave tlu'C to thy inems parj)()Si\ 

Abel, Neither; we mu>t pcifonn our task together. 

Spurn me not. 

Cain, If it innst be so well, tlien, 

What shall Ido P 

Abel, Choose one of those two altars. 

Cain, Choose for me : they to me are so much turf 
And stone. 

Abel, Choose thou ! 

Cain, I have chosen. 

'Tis the highest. 

And suits thee, as tlie elder. Now prepare 
Thine offerings. 

. Cain. Where are thine? 
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Abel, Behold them here — 

^J'he firstlings of tlie flock, and fat thereof — 

A slieplierd's humble odVririg. 

Caiiu I have no flocks; 

I am a tiller of tlie ground, and must 
Yield what it yieldetli 1o iny toil — its fruit : 

[//c (jafhers ft aits. 

Behold them in their various bloom and iipeness. 

[Th^y dress (Iteit aliens^ and kindle a fame up<m them, 

Abel. My broiher, as the elder, offer first 
Tliy prayer and thanksgiving Milli saenlice. 

Ctuv. IS'o — 1 am new to tins; lead thou the way. 

And T \Aill follo\^ — as 1 may. 

Abel {J:nechn<j). Oli, God ! 

AYlio made us, and who breathed the breath of life 
Williiii our nostiils, who hath blessed us, 

And snared, dcspde our fatliei’s sin, to make 
His cluldren all Ifist, as they might liavo IxTii, 

Had not tliy justice been so teinpcr\i with 
The mercy which is tlij delight, as to 
Accord a pjirdon like a B.iradise,* 

Compared with our great ciimcs : — Sole Lord of light. 

Of good, and glory, and elernity ! 

Without wdiom all were e\il, and w'lth wdiom 
Nothing can err, except to some good end 
Of tliinc omnipotent bem-volencc — 

Inscrutable, but still to be fuKillhl — 

Accept from out thy humble first of shepherd^s 
Tirst of the first-born flocks — an offering. 

In itself nothing — as what offering can be 
Aught unto thee? — but jet accept it for 
The thanksgiving of him who spreads it iu 
The face of thy high heaven, bowing his owm 
Even to the dust, of winch he is, iu honour 
Of thee, and of tliy name, for evermore ! 

Cain {standing erect during this sjjeec/i). Spirit wliate er or 
whosoe\;r thou art. 

Omnipotent, it may be — and, if good. 

Shown in the exemption of thy deeds from evil; 

Jehovah upon earth f and God in heaven ! 
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And it may be with otlier names, because 
Thine attributes seem many, as thy works : — 

If thou must be ])ropi tinted with prayers. 

Take them ! If thou must be induced with altars. 

And softened uith a saentiee, receive them; 

T\^o beings here erect them unto tliec. 

If thou lov’^^t blood, tlie shepherd’s slirine, wliich smokes 
(hi my nglit liaiid, hatli slicd it lor thy service 
In tlie fir^t of his tlock, uhose limbs now reek 
In santruinary iiic('iise to thy >kies ; 

Or il the swe('t and blooming fruits of ('arth. 

And milder seasons, \^hlcll ilie iinstaiiiM turf 
I spread them on now olfeis ni tlie I'.ae 
01 the broad siiii \\hieli ripen'd tluan, may scimu 
G ood to thee, as they have nut 

SiilfeiM in limb or lile, and r.nher lonn 
A sample of tlix ^^oIk^, than suj)j)licMiioii 
To look on ours! If a shiiiic \Mlhout \ietiui, 

Ami altar \iulioiit irore, may \nii lli\ fa\our, 

Look on it * and tor him vlio dre^srili it, 

He IS — such a" tlioii mad^t him; and ^ecks nothin^^ 

AVlneli must be von by kiicdiim': il lu's evil. 

Strike hiiii ! ilioii art ommj)ot('ni, and madst — 

Tor what can lie oppose Jf ho he irood. 

Strike him, or sjiare him, thou will ' Miice ad 
Ih'"!- upon thee; and good and (wil *( em 
To lia\e no power TheniM*]ves, save in lliy will ; 

And whether that he good or ill I know not, 

'Sol heing omnij)otent, nor fit to jtidge 

Omnipotence, but io emiure 

Its mandate; whirh thu^ Ur 1 lia\e endiin-d. 

[ne firf thr alfftr of Am I Lludl - into a cohmm of t\c 

in i/)fi*( sf jln mf (lint n r’lnla to Itciii i n ; ii'hilc (L u/nihrimi 
f/i nil ^ doiLii 'hf (iffar if i'xis, and K'l'tir.'’ f/n Ji aUs ahroud 

'iiji'/n the caith. 

Ahel [ineeUnj), (J]i, brother, pra\ ! Jeliovaii'- wroth with thee. 
Ciuti, Wiiyso? 

AUd, Thy fruits are scatter'd on the earth. 

(kin. From artli they came, to eiirtii let tlrnm return; 

Their seed will bear fre>L fruit there ere tlic summer : 
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Thy burnt flesli-off^ring prc)S})ers better ; see 

How heaven licks up the Haines^ wiien thick with blood I 

AleL Think not upon my offering's acceptance, 

But make another of thine own before 
It is too late. 

Cain. I will build no more altars. 

Nor suffer any 

Ahel {rhwg), CJain ! w^Iiat meanest thou? 

Cain. To cast down yon vile flatterer of the clouds, 

The smoky harbinger of thy dull prayYs — 

Thine altar, with it*^ blood of lambs and kids, 

AA hicli fed on milk, to be dost rov’d m blood. 

Ahel [opposing him). Thou shall not : — add not impious works 
to imjnous 

Words ! let that alhir stand — ’tis hallow’d noiv 
By tlie immortal pleasitre of Jehovah, 

In Ins a«'‘reptanco of the Mctims. 

Cain. JIis! 

His pleasure! what was Ins higli pleasure in 
The fumes of scorching ilesh and smoking blood, 

To the pain of the bleating mothers, which 
Still yearn for llicir dead offspring? oi the pangs 
Of tlie sad ignorant viclnns underneath 
Thy pious knife ? Give way ! this bloody record 
Shall not stand in the ^un, to shame creation ! 

Abel. Brother, give b<ick ! thou shalt not touch my altar 
With violence : if that thou wilt adopt it, 

To try another sacrifice, ’tis thine. 

Cain. Another sacrifice ! Give w^ay, or else 
That sacrifice may be 

AheL What meanest thou ? 

Cain. Give — 

Give wMy 1 — thy God loves blood ! — then look to it:-— 

Give way, ere he hath more! 

Ahel. In Ids great name, 

I stand between ihee and the shrine which hath 
Had his acceptance. 

Cain. If thou lov’st thyself. 

Stand back till I have streiiM this turf along 
Its native soil : — else 


VOL. V. 
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Abel [oj) 2 josnirj //i/j/), 1 love God Air inoie 

Than life. 

Cant [sfnJitng inni with a hratnl, ott iltc ientjiJc'^j which he 
simiches /torn Ihe altat). Then take tliy hie unto lliy 
G(3tl, 

Since lie ]o\cs 

Abel [/(tHii). ^Vliat ha^l thou dono^ inv hroiher ? 

Cattt, llMillierf 

Abel. Oli^ God I recene thy servant, and 

Forgive Ills sl.iver, fur lie knew not wliat 
lie dnl — CiUii, ai\e me — <;’ne me th\ hand; and tell 
PoorZillah— 

Cant {after a i.na'tenf atr'a). Mj/ liand ! his all red, 
ami with 

^That? 

[A Jotaj paus>c. — Louluin t^Joidy rtnind. 

liere aiii i aloiK' ! V. Ik re'> AIk'I w !k iv 
Cain Can il he that 1 am he AIv hioihei, 

Awal:e! — win !u‘^t tlion .^o Inim* on tlie <:rieii eailli ? 

* 1 1 ^ not llie lapur of slumber ; — wliy ^o ? 

I'.at liasl thou ! tliou weit lull of hie ihis imun ! 

Abel I I ])i\n thee, mork in*' iiol ! I Miioli' 

Too tiercel;, hut m.t fat,dl\. Ah, wli\ 

onldst ihou ojjjueM' me ^ Tlii'> > moikirv; 
zViid (jnl\ done to ti mnt im’ • — .i I/low — 

And hut a blow. Stir stii — iia;., onl^ •stir' 

so—tliaiT well!- thou lireatld'-i ' bouilie upon me! 

Oh, God’ Oh, GoO 

Abet [reit/famfC/]. \\ hat's lie wIkj ^jieaks ol God ? 

Cna. Thy iiiurderer. 

Abel. 'Jbeil ju.i\ God Au'i'ive him! Cam, 

Cf>mlort ]w)()r Zilkdi : — ^iie lla'^ but one luoilur 
]\ ow . 

[AkLL difH, 

Cat//. And I none I — ho maki*'^ me biotluile^i'' ? 

Ills eyes are o])en I llum he is not dead ! 

Jleatli is like slc'ep; and sleep sliuO down rmi lid>. 

Ills lips, too, are apart; wli\ then he breallu^; 

And yet I leel it not. — Ills heart ! — his heart ! — 

Let me see, doth it beat ? inetliinks No ! — no I 
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'J'liis IS ii vision^ else I am become 
"Jlie iintive of another and worse world. 

The earth swims round me: — what is this? — Tis ^^et; 

[Pitf, hU hciDil to Ins brow, and /hat looks at it. 

And 3 et iliere are no dews ! ^Tis blood — my blood — 

My brotlier’s and rny own ! and .^lied by me ! 

1'hen whiit have I farther to do with life, 

Sinci; 1 have taken life Iroin ion own llcsli ? 

]hit ii(‘ ean not be dead ^ --Is silt nee death‘s 
Tso , Ilf' will wake; Hrii let me A\alcli l)y him. 

Life (Miinot be; so to lx* 'iiunicddd 

'i'li'is ([iiK'kly ! — he iialli ^jUjheji 1o ii)(‘ '^inee-- 
W li.ii sJi.ill i sav to liDii — ^I\ hiotluM’ ! — rVo : 

]t(‘ wil' not .‘iiRwer to tli.il iianu ; lui bretlii’di 
iSmne not e ie,h other. \el ~- \el — sjx'ak to me. 

Oil ! for a w (M'd more ot liiat vok‘(*, 

1’Jiat J in.lv hciir to he.ii ni\ oaii .!l> im ! 


Luicr ZiLLAH 

Z'ilhth. 1 heard a hea\y sound ; wliat ean it be? 

'Tis (jam ; and watchinn In 1113 liusb.ind. M'liat 
Dost tlion lliere, brollier Ootli he sleep? ()h, heavbi ! 

AVhat naans this jialeiu^^s, and \ou stream^ — Xo, no! 

It IS not blood ; lor who would slied 1 ih blood ? 

Abel I wlan/b (hi^'f^ — 11110 hath done this? lie moves not j 
lie bri'alhes not : ,md his hamls drop down from mine 
A'Vith stony lih'lessm'ss ! Ah * cruel Cain ! 

AVhy earnest thou not in tinu' to save him from 
This violence? Whatcwei hath assaibd him, 

'j'bou w(a‘t- the stronge r, and sliouldst Inne stejij/d in 
ihdween him and aggression I Tather I — I'b(‘ ! — 

Adah! — come hiiher ! Death is in tlic world I 

\_E,nt ZiLLAH, ciilliuj on her Parents, tCv. 

Cahi {soIhs). And who hath brought him there? — 1 — who 
alihor 

The name of Death so deeply, that the thought 
EinpoisonM nil my life, betore I knew' 

Ills aspc(*t — J have led him liere, and givhi 
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My brother to his cold and still embrace, 

As if he would not have asserted his 
Inexorable claim without my aid. 

I am awake at last — a dreary dream 

Had madden’d me ; — but he shall ne’er awake ! 


Enter Adam, Eve, Adah, and Zillah. 

Adam. A voice of woe from Zillali brings me liere — 

What do I see ? — ’Us true ’ — My son ! — my son ! 

Woman, behold the serpent’s work, and tliine ! 

[To Evr. 

Eve. Oh ! s])ciik not of it now : the serpent’s fangs 
Are in my heart. My best beloved, Abel ! 

Jehovali ! this is punishment beyond 
A mother’s sin, to take him from me ! 

Adam. Who, 

Or what Imth done tins deed ? — speak, Cain, since thou 
Wert present; was it some more hostile angel. 

Who walks not witli Jehovah? or some wild 
llrute of the forest? 

Eve. Ah ! a b’vid light 

Breaks through, as from a thunder-cloud! yon brand 
Massy and bloody ! snatch’d from off the altar. 

And black with smoke, and red wuth 

Adam. Speak, my son ! 

Speak, and assure us, wretched as w^e are. 

That we are not more miserable still. 

Adah. Speak, Cain I and say it was not thou I 

Eve. It was. 

1 see it now — he hangs his guilty head, 

And covers his ferocious eye with hands 
Incarnadine. 

Adah. Mother, thou dost him WTong — 

Cain ! clear thee from this horrible accusal. 

Which grief wirings from our parent. 

Eve. Hear, Jehovah ! 

May the eternal serpent’s curse be on him 1 
For he was fitter for his seed than ours. 

May all his days be desolate I May 
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Adah, Hold ! 

Curse liiin not, inotlier, for he is thy son — 

Curse liim not, mother, for lie is my brotlier. 

And my betroth’d. 

Ex>e, He hath left tliee no brother— 

Zillah no husband — me no son ! for thus 
I curse him from my sight for evermore ! 

All bonds I bn^ak between us, as he broke 

That of his nature, in yon Oh death ! death ! 

Why didst thou not take who first incurred thee? 

Why dost thou not so now ? 

Admu, Eve ! let not tliis. 

Thy natural grief, le.id to im|)ietv ’ 

A heavy doom was long forespokeii to ns ; 

And now that it begins, let it be borne 
In such sort as may sliow our God, Unit we 
Are faithful servants to his holy will. 

Eie [pointing to Cain). JLs will! the will of yon incarnate 
spirit 

Of death, \Gioin I liave brougiif upon tlie earlli 

To strew it with the dead. May all the ciiinc^s 

Of life be on him I and his agonies 

Drive him forth o’er the wilderness, like us 

From Eden, till his children do by him 

As he did by his broth(‘r ! Ma) tlie sivords 

And wings of fiery clieiubiin ])ur'^ue him 

By day and night — snakes s])ring up in liis path — 

Earth’s fruits be ashes in his month — the leaves 
On which lie lays his head to sleep be strew’d 
AVith scorpions 1 May Ins dreams be of Ins vielim ’ 

His waking a continual dread of death ! 

May tlie clear rivers turn to blood as he 
Stoops down to stain them with his raging lip I 
May every element shun or change to him ! 

J\lay he live in the pangs winch others die with! 

And (lentil itself wax something w’orse than death 
To him who first acquainted him with inan ! 

Hence, fratricide 1 henceforth that word is Cmuy 
Through all the coming myriads of mankind. 

Who sluill abhor thee, though thou wert their sirel 
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May the grass wither from thy feet ! the woods 
Deny thee shelter! eartli a home! the dust 
A grave ! the sun his light 1 and heaven her God ! ® 

[Exit Evb. 

. ^da7n. Cain ! get thee forth : we dwell no more together. 
Depart ! and leave the dead to me — I am 
Henceforth alone — we never must nu'et more. 

Adah, Ohj ])art not with him tlnis, m\ father : do not 
Add tliy deep curse to Dve^s u]K)n Jns lu'ad I 
Adam. I curse him not: lii^ sj)irit be his curse. 

Come, Zdlah ! 

Zillah, I must watch my husbaiKhs corse. 

Adam, Wc will return again, mIicu he is gone 
W"lio hath provided for us this dread office. 

Come, Zillah ! 

Zillah. Yet one kiss on von jiale ela^, 

And those lips once so warm — my he.irt ! my heart ! 

YExmia Adam emO Zillah weepimj. 

Adah. Cain 1 thou hast heard, we mu‘=t go forth. 1 am ready, 
So shall our children be. I will bear Ihiocii, 

And jou Ins si>ter. Dre the sun declines 
Let us depart, nor walk the w’llderriess 
Under the cloud of night. — IN'ay, speak to me. 

To me — t/iine oiva. 

Caul. Leave me I 

Adah. ^Yhy, all have left tln^e. 

Cam. And wherefore Imgeresi tliou ? J)ost thou not fear 
To dwell with one who hath done this ? 

Adah. 1 fear 

Nothing except to leave thee, much as I 
Shrink from the deed which leaves thee brolherless. 

I must not speak of tins — it is between tliee 
And the great God. 

A Voice from withhi exelaims, Cain ! Cain ! 

Adah. HearVt thou tliat voice? 

[The last three lineB of this terrible dcniinciation were not in the oriirinal ItlS. In 
forwarding them to hir. Murray, to be added to Eve’s hjKeidi, Lord iiyron Wivs — 
“There’s as pretty a piece of imprecation lor you, when joiner] to the lines uhrady 
sent, as you may wish to meet witli in the cnuise of your busine^H. lUit don’t ioigtt 
the addition of these tliiec Lues, which are clinchers to hive’s speech ”] 
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The Voice within, Cain ! Cain ! 

Adah, It souiidetli like an angers tone. 

Enhier the Angel of the Lord.^ 

Angel, Where is thy brother Abel ? 

Cain, Am I then 

My brother's keeper ? 

Angel. Cam ! v\liat liast tliou done? 

The voice of lliy slain brollierV blood cries out. 

Even from the ground, unto the Lord ’—Now art thou 
Cursed from tlie eartli, whicli opened late her moutii 
To drink tliy brother's hloofl from thy rash hand. 

Henceforth, \Aheu tlioii shalt till the ground, it shall not 
Yield tliee her slrenglh ; a fugitive slialt tlion 
Be from this day, and vagabond on earth ! 

Adah. This juinishment is more than he can bear. 

Behold thou dnvest him from tlie face of earth. 

And from tlie face of God shall he be hid. 

A fugitive and vagidjond on earth, 

'dhvill come to pass, tliat ’whoso findetli him 
Shall slay him. 

Cain. Would they could ! but who are they 

Shall slay me AVhere are these on the lone earth 

As Aet unpeopled 

Anqel. Thou hast slain thy brother. 

And who shall warrant thee against thy son? 

Adah. Angel of Light ! be merciful, nor say 
That this poor aching breast now nourishes 
A murderer iii my boy, and of his lather. 

Angel, Then he would but be wdiat his father is. 

Did not the milk of Eve give nutriment 
To him thou now scest so bc'smear'd with blood? 

Tlie fratricide might wtII engender parricides. — 

]5ut it shall not be so — the Lord thy God 
i^nd mine commandeth me to set his seal 

® [“ I have avouletl tlio Deily, as in Pniptuie (though Milton does, ami 

not very wisely eitlier) ; Init luivo .uli*iite(l his angel as sent to Cam instead, on purpoHo 
to avoid shoeking any feelings (*ii the siihjeit, hy (ailing slimt of ^\hat all uiunspiied 
men must fall slioit in, viz , going an adetpiate notion oi the effect of the pieseuce of 
Jehovah.”- -Lord BJ's Letters.] 
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On Caiiij so that he may go forth in safety. 

Who slayetli Cain, a sevenfold vengeance shall 
Be taken on iiis head. Come liitlier ! 

Cam, What 

Wouldst thou with me? 

To mark upon thy brow 
Exemption from such deeds as thou hast done. 

Cai/i. Noj let me die! 

Angel, It must not be. 

[The Angel sets the mark on Gain’s brow. 

Cain, It burns 

My brow, but nought to that which is \\ithin it. 

Is there more ? let me meet it as 1 may. 

yhigel. Stern hast thou been and stubborn from the womb, 

* As the ground thou must henceforth till ; but he 
Tliou slowest was gentle as tlic Hocks ho tiMulctl. 

Cai/i, After the fall too soon \\as I begotten j 
Ere yet my mother's mind sub'^ided from 
Tlie serpent, and my sire still mourn'd for Eden. 

That which I am, I am ; 1 did not seek 
Eor life, nor did I make myselt ; but could I 
With my oun death redeem liim from the du^t — 

And uliv not so ? let liiin return to da_\. 

And I he ghastly I so shall be restored 
By God the life to him he Io\ed, and taken 
Erom me a being I ne'er loved to bear. 

Angel. Who sludl heal murder? what is done, is done; 

Go forth ! fulfil thy days ! and be thy deeds 
Unlike the last I 

[The Angel disappear, 

Adah, He's gone, let us go forth ; 

I hear our little Enoch cry witluu 
Our Ijouer. 

Cain, Ah ! little knows he uhat he weeps for 1 
And I VI ho have shed blood cannot shed tears ! 

But the four risers* VAould not cleanse my soul. 

Tliink'st thou my boy will bear to look on me ? 

I [The ‘‘four riverK” w)iich floM'ed round Eden, and convquLMitly the only wateiii 
with which Cain Mas U'^iuaiutecl upon eaiLh. 
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Adah. If I thought that he would not, I would 

Cain [interrupting her). No, 

No more of threats : we have had too mauy of tliem ; 

Go to our children ; 1 will follow thee. 

Adah. I will not leave thee lonely with the dead ; 

Let us depart together.* 

Cain. Oh ! thou dead 

And everlasting witness ! whose uii'^inldng 
Blood darkens earth and heaven ! what thou now art 
I know not ! but if thou seest what I am, 

I think thou wilt forgive him, whom his God 
Can ne/er forgive^ nor his o\vn soul. — Fart*well ! 

1 must not, dare not t(juch wdiat I have made thee. 

I, who sprung from the same womb with thee, drain'd 
Tlie same bn'ast, clasj)M tlu'e ofttm to mv own, 

In fondness brotherl^^ and boyidi, I 

Can nev(‘r meet thee more, nor even dare 

To do tliat for tliee, which thou shouldst liave done 

For me — compose thy limbs into their gra\e — 

The first grave yet dug for mortality. 

But who liath dug tliat grave? Oh, eartli ’ Oh, cartli ! 

For all the fruits thou hast renderhl lo me, I 
Give th(‘e back this. — Now for the wilderness. 

[Adah stoops down and lissrs (he body 0/ Adei*. 

Adah. A dreary, and an early doom, my brother, 
lias been tliy lot ! Of all who mourn for thee, 

I alone must not weep. My office is 
Henceforth to dry up tears, and not to shed them; 

But vet of all w'ho mourn, none mourn like me, 

Not only for thyself, but him wdio shnv Ilu'(‘. 

Now, Cain! I will divide thy burden wiili thee. 

Cain. Eastw^ard from Eden will we take our w^ay ; 

^Tis the most desolate, and suits my steps. 

Adah. Lead t thou slialt 1)(‘ my guide, and inav our God 
Be thine ! New let us carry forth our clnldren. 

Cain. And he wdio lieth tliere was childless. T 

“ [The catastro])bc ia nrought about witli great dia'oatu' skill and effect. The 
raurdeier is soiiowful and confounded, — liis parent'^ lejtiobate and 1 enounce him, - 
his wife clings to him with eager and unhesitating affection , and they wander foitb 
together into the solitude of the iiiiivcioe. — jLl‘'FlUi\.] 
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Have dried tlic fountain of a gentle race, 

Which might have graced his recent marriage coucli, 
And might have temperM tins stern blood of mine*, 
Uniting with our children AbeFs oflsjiring ! 

0 AbeL! 

Adah, Peace be with him ! 

Cain, But >A]Ui met 





THE DEEOEMED TEANSFOEMED 

A 1>RAMA. 




ADVERTISEMENT 

This production is founded partly on the story of a novel called 
'^Tlie Three Brothers/^* published many years ago, from wliich 
M. G. Lewis's Wood Demon" v\as also taken; and partly on the 
'^Eaust" of the great Goethe. The present publication contains 
the two first Parts only, and the opening chorus of the third. The 
rest may perhaps appear hereafter. 

* [“The Three Brothers” is a romance, published in 1803, the work of a Joshua 
Pickers'gill, junior.'* 



INTEODTJCTION TO THE DEFOEMED TRVNSFOEMEH 


“Thk DFPOR'ufED TR\^'SF0KM^,T> *’ M as coraposod at Pisa, m 1821, but was not 
published till January, I8i4 Loul Bvioii sent it to Mis Shellcv in pditinns, a*' it 
was written, that his “Delonueir hand-M iitini: niighl itself be “ Tiansfurnud ” into 
the leffible charactois of his gifled cupyist. h'loni luu we loirii that the siibiect had 
for many years been a laKJUiue amUi the poet His mothdi used lo ie]>rtia(h Inm, in 
her tempests of inge, iMth lus distoited foot, till he luslied info solitude to mouiri liis 
misfortune and que-iion Ih^ justice ProMdeiiee. It ^^a& thus, he said, that slie 

cankered a heart whieh Mas naturally affia tioiiate, and iiiiued a t( ini»er vliudj mils 
alM'ays disjiosod to he violent. Ilis school felloMS took up the taunt, and conliinud 
him m the idea that riatuie had set iijion him a binml of contemiit He told Lady 
BlessinLd;oD that it the rerolleci/ioii of tlie^e eni]} jeeliD::s mImcIi siiL'ge.^led to him 
to write “The Defoimed Transformed. ’ A brutal jiaraunajih in a iicu'^paiier on his 
lameness, and mIucIi he -was mdnml, I > his seiisilnene-'S, to lepeat t" !!\Iis Shells 
lest she should hear it from others, Mas tlie iirescut m-ult Mhicli dctenniiiod him to 
give shajio to his Ci>nce]»tion. liis heio, (^nint Ain ild '^ijtKis tin s.imi jiiortifieation 
from Ills hunched hack mIhoIi Loid J»\ion dcduccil ^-o ^l(ldl^’^'l^ finiii his tluh-font 
In exchange foi the sliajie of AchilJ*'^, Arnold entLi.s into a (omj,,ut wnli the d-\d, 
who assumes the cast-off liuriip of Ins dihtiple, ami thev «;• t out toLoUkr to join the 
army of the rmj'eror Chailes V., wdii-di adi imim:, un.lti Bowibon, to tin siejo of 
Borne. Then- tlie Count oaptuie^ a hea itilul ]id\ , ami, ii is ^al:n( Iv intiniati d, 
at the heginmng of the drama, tliat tin juice oi tin eomjMct m to Ik blood, bc>, at Hie 
end, It Is darkly implied in a reiuuik ot the accomrn »datiim fn ml, — 

“ B'P , M ^ou ruL It aftoi, hi iiju ii<u me,” 

that the fan Olimpia is to be the* soinee of llic fatn-t]..ph< Tlmagh Loid Byi.m said 
that the whc-le conduc't of the story w:m readj fmiiKil in Iii.n mind, the jhkih wan 
never completed, which may Jiuve armen from tlm unfa\onrane ot Nln lit i 

When Lord Byron asked him, aceonling hi Cajiain Medwin, litiw lie liked it, lie 
replied, “Least of any thing 1 evci SaW of \ofti's It is a liad imitatn.n of ‘ Faimt,* 
and, besides, there are Imo entnc lims ftf Snutlny in it*’ L<ud Bsron changed 
colour, and hastily imiuired, “What liiif^ < ” “They aie in ‘Tlit Curse of KehamiC’ 
said Shelley : — 

“ And water Kliall sue tlice, 

And fear tliec, aud flee thee ” 

Lord Bvron directly thiew the MS. into the fire, and without any signs of vexation, 
cuiitiuucd eonversiiig in hia gajest tones. As a co|y \^a8 in exiKteime, the sneiilit v 
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was nothing. Notwithstanding the decision of Shelley there are here and tlicic flashes 
of genuine poetry ; and the fiend, whose part is to utter sneering coTninents u\)on all 
the procceiliugs of life, speaks some forcible sarcasms, with a piquant mixture of good- 
humour and callous contempt. Tlio scene at the siege, where men on both sides die 
exulting in the cause for which tliey perish, contains a just and striking satire on the 
folly of sanguinary zealots. Botli cannot he right ; but whether they fight tor tlie 
white lose or the red, each spills his blood in the imdoubting conviction that his own 
IS the only worthy flower, dhe lyiic pii'ces aie, without ex vi/tion, pool* 
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SoENL I — A Forest. 

Enter Ahnold and Ins mother BruTDA. 

Bert, Out, hunchback ! 

Am. I was born so, mother ! ^ 

Bert. C)ut, 

Thou incubus ! Thou night mare ! Of seven sons. 

The sole abortion ! 

Arn. Would that I had been so. 

And never seen the light ! 

Bert. I would so, too I 

But as thou hast — hence, hence — and do thy best ! 

That back of thine may bear its burthen ; his 
More high, if not so broad as that of otliers. 

Arn. It bears its burthen ; — but, my heart ! Will it 
Sustain that wliich you lay upon it, mother? 

I love, or, at the least, I loved you : nothing 
Save you, in nature, can love aught like me. 

You nursed me — do not kill me ! 

^ [One of the most striking passages in the few pages of Lord Byron’s “Memoranda” 
which related to his early days was where, in speaking of his own sensitiveness on the 
subject of his deformed foot, he described the feeling of horror and humiliation that 
came over him, when his mother, in one of her fits of passion, called him “ a lame 
hratl ” It may be questioned, whether this drama was not indel-tcd for its origiu to 
this single recollection. — Moore.] 

VOL. V. 


a 
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Bert Yes — I nursed ibce. 

Because tliou wcrt my first-borii, and 1 knew not 
If tliere would be anotlicr unlike tlice, 

That monstrous sport of nature. But get hence. 

And gather wood ! 

Arn, I Aull: but wlicn I bring it. 

Speak to me kindly. Though my brothers are 

So beautiful and lusty, and as free 

As the free cliase they follow, do not sj)urn me : 

Our milk has been tlie same. 

BerL As is the hedgehog's, 

Wliich sucks at midnight, from the wholesome dam 
Of tlie young bull, until the milkmaid tinds 
The. nipple next day sore and udder drv.’^ 

Call not thy brothers brethren ! Call me not 
Mother ; for if I brought thee forth, it Mas 
As foolish hens at times hatch vipers, by 
8iUing upon strange eggs. Out, urchin, out ! 

[E'ji! Drktiia. 

Am. [sohs). Oh, mother! She is gone, and 1 must do 

Her bidding; — wearily but willingly 
I would fulfil it, could I only ho[}e 
A kind word m return. Wliat shall I do ? 

[Arnold her/his io cut woruJ : In domr/ thi.^ Ic lunmds one of his 
havds. 

My labour for the day is over now. 

Accursed be this blood that IIom^s so fast; 

For double curses will be my meed now 

At home — What home? I have no home, no kin, 

No kind — not made like other creatures, or 

To share their sports or pleasures. ]\Iust I bleed, too, 

Like them ? Oh, that each drop winch falls to earth 
Would rise a snake to sting them, as they have stung me I 
Or that the devil, to v;hom they liken me, 

Would aid his likeness ! It I must partake 
His form, why not his power ? Is it because 
I have not his will too ? For one kind word 
Prom her who bore me would still reconcile me 

' [This is now believed ti be » vulgar error ; llie BmallneAs of ilic aniinal’s luoutli 
rendering it incapable of the mischief laid to its cbrirge ] 
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Even to this hateful aspect. Let me wasli 
The wound. ^ 

[Arnold fjocs to a spring^ and sloops to wash his hand : he slausf 
hack. 

They are right ; and Nature^s mirror shows me. 

What she hath made me. T will not look on it 
Again, and scarce dare think on't. Hideous wretch 
That I ara ! The very waters mock me with 
My horrid shadow — like a demon placed 
Deep in the fountain to scare back the cattle 
Erom drinking tlierein. 

^ Pe pauses. 

And sliall 1 live on, 

A burden to the earth, myself, arid slianie 
Unto what brought me nilo life ! Thou blood. 

Which flowest so freely from a scratch, let me 
Try if thou wilt not in a fuller stream 
Pour forth my woes for ever ivith thyself 
On earth, to which I will restore at once 
This liatcful compound of her atoms, and 
Jlcsolve back to her elements, and take 
The shape of any reptile save myself, 

And make a world for myriads of new worms ! 

This knife ! now^ let me prove if it will sever 
This wither'd slip of nature's nightshade — my 
Vile form — from the creation, as it hath 
The green bough from the forest. 

[Arnold places the knife in the ground^ with the point upwards. 

Ts^ovv 'tis set, 

And I can fall upon it. Yet one glance 
On the fair day, which secs no foul thing likfe 
Myself, and the sweet sun which Avarrn'd me, but 
In vain. The birds — how joyously they sing ! 

So let them, for I would not be lamented : 

But let their merriest notes be Arnold's knell ; 

The fallen leaves my monument ; the murmur 
Of the near fountain my sole elegy. 

Now, knife, stand firmly, as I fain would fall ! 

[A;« he rushes to tliroio himself vpon the knife^ his eye is sudd€7drf 
caught hy the fountain^ which seems in motion. 
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The fountain raoves Mithout a wind : but shall 
The ripple of a spring change my resolve ? 

No, Yet it moves again ! The whalers stir, 

Not as with air, but hy some subterrane 
And rocking power of the internal w oi‘ld. 

Wliat’s here ? A rnist ! No more ? — 

[A cloud conic a from ihe founUtln. Ifc stands gazing upmi it • ii 
is d (Spelled, and a tall hlacl (nan. comes towaids hinu 

Arn, Wliat would you? Speak ! 

Spirit or man ? 

Slran, As man is bolh, wli> not 

Say both in one ? 

An?. Your form is man’s, and yet 

You may be devil. 

Stra??, So many men are that 

Which is so call’d or thought, that you may add me 
To which you jilease, w'ithoul much wrong to either. 

But come : you wish to kill yourself ; — i)ursue 
Your purpose. 

An?. Y^ou have interrupted me. 

Sh'aii. What is that resolution which can e’(T 
Be interrupted ? If I be the devil 
You deem, a single moment wmuld have made \ou 
Mine, and for ever, by your suicide ; 

And yet my coming saves you. 

Ani. I said not 

You were the demon, but that your approach 
Was like one. 

Stran. Unless you keep company 

With him (and you’seern scarce used to such liiLdi 
Society) you can’t tell how^ he approaches ; 

And for his aspect, look upon the fountain. 

And then on me, and judge wliich of us twain 
Looks likest what the boors believe to be 
Their cloven-footed terror. 

Arn. Do you — dare you 

To taunt me with my born deformity ? 

Stran. Were I to taunt a buffalo with this 
Cloven foot of thine, or the swift dromedary 
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With thy sublime of humps, the Quimals 

Would revel in the compliment. And yet 

Both beings are more swift, more strong, more mighty, 

111 action and endurance than thyself. 

And all the fierce and fair of tlie same kind 
With thee. Thy form is natural : ^twas only 
Naturc^s mistaken largess to bestow 
The gifts which are of others upon mati. 

Am. Give me the strenglli then of the )nir.iluV fool, 

When he spurs high the dust, beholdin liij? 

Near enemy ; or lei me have the long 
And patient swiftness of the desert-ship. 

The helmless dromedary ! — and Til bear 
Thy fiendish sarcasm with a saintl) patience. 

Straii. I n ill. 

Arn. {with sarj)rise). Thou const? 

Stran. Perhaps. Wo d \uii aiigl J cIm- ? 

Arn. Thou raockest me. 

Stran. Not I. Wh\ should 1 mock 

What aU are mocking? That's poor sport, inctliniks. 

To talk to thee in human language (for 
Thou canst not yet speak mine), the forest (‘r 
Hunts not the wretched cone^, but the boar. 

Or uolb or lion, leaving jialtiy game 
To jietty burghers, who leave once a year 
Their walls, to fill their household caldrons with 
Such scullion prey. The. meanest gibe at thee, — 

Now I can mock the mightiest. 

Arn. Then Avasle not 

Thy time on me : I seek thee not. 

Stran. Your thoughts 

Are not far from me. Bo not send me back : 

ITn not so easily recall'd to do 
Good service. 

Arn. "What wdlt thou do for me ? 

Si ran. Change 

Shapes with you, if you will, since yours so irks you ; 

Or form you to your wish in any shape. 

Arn. Oh ! then you are indeed the demon, for 
Nought else would wittingly wear mine. 
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Stran, TU show thee 

Tlie brightest whicli the world bore, and give thee 
Thy choice. 

Am, On what condition ? 

Stran, Thcre^s a question ! 

An liour ago you would liave given your soul 
To look like otlicr men, and now you pause 
To wear the form of heroes. 

Arn, No ; I will not, 

I must not compromise my soul. 

S/ran. Wliat soul, 

AVorth naming so, Avould dwell in such a carcase ? 

Am, ^Tis an aspiring one, whatever the tenement 
In which it is mislodgcd. Jiut name 3 our compact : 

Must it be sign'd in blood ? 

Stmn. Not in your own. 

Arn, Whose blood then ? 

Sfran. VYe will talk of that hereafter. 

Jlut ni be moderate with you, for 1 see 

(Ireat tlihigs wutlnii 3 on. You shall have no bontl 

But your own will, no eoiitract save your deeds. 

Are you content ? 

Arn, I take thee at thy woiih 

Stran, Now then ! — 

\jrhf Struiif/ct Lfjtprumlui: Ike fotuUaitiy antf (0 Arnold. 

A little of vour blood. 

•/ 

Arn, Tor wbat? 

Strun, To mingle with the magic of the waters. 

And make the charm effective. 

Am, [holding out his uminded arm), ff'ake it all. 

Stran. Not now. A few drops will suffice for this. 

\The f^iranffcr takes sohie of Arnold’s hlood in hi it handj and 
casts U into the fo ant am. 

Shadows of beauty ! 

Shadows of power ! 

Eise to your duty — 

This is the hour ! 

Walk lovely and pliant 

Trom the dcptli of this fountain. 
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As tlic cloucl-sliai)eu giant 
Bestrides tlic Hartz Muuiitaiu.“ 

Come as ye were, 

Thai our eyes may behold 
The model in au’ 

Of the form I will mould, 

Bright as the Ins 

^\'llen other is spannhl; — 

feueh lii,8 desire is, to Arnold. 

ISuch 111} roinuiiind ! 

Demons heioie — 

Demons who wore 
'I 1 ic form of the stoic 
Or sojiliist of }oie — 

Or the shape of eaeli victor, 

Trom Maecdoids boy. 

To each lugli Komaids pieliire, 

Wlio breathed lo destro} — 

Shadows of beauty ! 

Shadows of power ! 

Uj) to your duty — 

This IS the hour ! 

\Varii)Vs XfliWittnas (inacfrom the waicrs^ and 2>ass In succemon 
bifure the Stramjer and Arnold. 

Am, What do I see ? 

Skatt, The blaek-e}ed Homan, with 

Tlie eagle's beak between those eyes which ne'er 
Beheld a coiupieror, or look'd along 
The land lie made not Home's, w hile Home became 
His, and all theirs who heir’d his very name. 

Arn, The phantom's bald; my quest is beauty. Could 1 
Inherit but his fame with his defects ! 

Ska/i. His brow w,is girt with laurels more than liaiis. 

You see Ins aspect — choose it, or reject. 

I can but promise you Ins form; Ins fame 
Must be long sought and fought for. 

^ This is a well-known Geiinan superstition — a gigantic sliadow produced by reflection 
on the Urochen. [Tlie Biooken is tlie naine of the lolticst of the Haitz mountains, 
in the kingdom of Hanover. The spec ties aie merely shadow.s of the observer 
projected on dense vapour oi thm fleecy clouds, which ha\c the powci of relh'ctiug 
much light. —liiiUWbTUii.J 
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Arn. I will fight, too. 

But not as a mock Ca 3 sar. Let Iiiin pass ; 

His aspect may be fair, but suits me not. 

Stran, TJien you are far more difficult to please 
Tlian Cato's sister, or than Brutus's mother. 

Or Cleopatra at sixteen — an age 

When love is not less in the eye tlian heart. 

But be it so ! Shadow, pass on ! 

[The phantom of Julius Casar disappears, 
Arn. And can it 

Be, tliat the man wlio shook the earth is gone. 

And left no footstep ? 

Stran. There you err. His substance 

Left graves enough, and woes enough, and fame 
More than enough to track his memory; 

But for his shadow, 'tis no more tlian yours, 

Excojit a little, longer and less crook'd 
r the sun. Beliold another ! 

[A second 2^hant(m j>asscs. 

Am, WIio is he ? 

8tfan, He was the fairest and the bravest of 
Athenians.^ Look upon hin. well, 

Arn, He is 

More lovely than the last. How bcantilul ! 

Such nas the cuiled son of Clinias; — wouldst thou 
Invest thee with his form ? 

Ar)u Would thai I had 

Been born with it ! But since 1 may choose further, 

I will looh further. 

[The shade of Alcihiudes disapucars. 
Strati . Lo ! behold again ! 

Arn. What! that low, swarthy, short -nosed, round-eyed sil\r, 
With ihe wide nostrils and Silenus' aspect, 

Tlie splay feet and low stature ! ’ I liad better 
Eemain that which I am. 

^ Upon the whole, it may be doubterl whether there be a name of antiquity which 
comes clown with siuch a general charm as that of Alcibiades. Wliy ? I c^aunob 
answer. Who c^n ?” — Lord B.'s Diary ] 

* [The outside of Sociates was tliat of a satyr and buffoon, but his soul was all 
virtue, and from within him came such divjne and pathetic things, as pieiced tl)» 
heart, and drew tears flora the hcarcif^ — Plato ] 
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Stran, And yet be wsxs 

The earth^s perfection of all mental beauty, 

And personification of all virtue. 

13 ut you reject him ? 

Arn. If bis form could brirjg me 

That which redeem^ it — no. 

Strati, I have no power 

To promise that ; but you may try, and find it 
Lasier in such a form, or in your own. 

Am, No. I was not born for pliilosojiliy, 

Thougli I have that about me wliicb has need on T. 

Let him fleet on. 

Strau, Be air, thou hemlock- drinker ! 

[The of Socrates disappears : another rises. 

Arn, What's here? whose broad brow and whose curly 
beard 

And manly aspect look like Hercules, 

Save' that his jocund eye hath more of Bacchus 
Tlian tlic sad purger of the infernal w'orld, 

Leaning dejected on his club of conquest. 

As if he knew- tlie w'orthlessncss of those 
Bor whom he had foughl. 

Strav, It ivas the man w ho lost 

Tlie ancient wwld for love. 

Arn. 1 cannot blame him. 

Since I have risk'd my soul because I find not 
'Jliat which he exchanged the earth for. 

St) an. Since so far 

You seem congenial, wnll you w'ear his features ? 

Arn. No. As you leave me choice, 1 am diflicult. 

If but to see the heroes I should ne’er 
Have seen else on this side of the dim shore 
Whence they float back before us. 

Slran. Hence, triumvir. 

Thy Cleopatra's waiting. 

[The shade of ArUony disappcai's : another rises, 

Arn. Wlio is this? 

Who truly looketh like a demigod. 

Blooming and bright, wnth golden hair, and stature. 
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If not more high than mortal, yet immortal 
In all that nameless bearing of his limbs. 

Which he v;cars as the sun his rays — a something 
Which shines from him, and yet is but the tla>hing 
Emanation of a tiling more glorious still. 

Was he e^er human 

Stran, Let the earth speak. 

If there be atoms of him left, or even 
Of the more solid gold that iorm^d Ins urn. 

Am, Who \M\s tins glory of inankuid? 

Slrau, The shame 

Of Greece in peace, her tJiuiiderbolt in war — 

Uemetrius the Macedonian, and 
Taker of cities. 

An/. Yet one shadow more. 

St/ran. {ciddresft/uy the shadow). Get thee to Lamia’s lap ! 

[77/c .shade of Demetrius Polwreetes raniJifi. . iniothir i 
ITl lit you still, 

Lear not, my hunchback : il tlie shadows of 
niat which existed please not }our nice taste, 

ITl animate the ideal marble, till 

Your soul be reconcil(*d to her new^ garment. 

An/. Content ! 1 will fix lu'i(‘. 

Strau. I must commend 

Your clioice. The godlike son of tlic sea-goddess. 

The unshorn boy of ]\']eus, with liis locks 
As beautiful and clear as the ambei w'aves 
Of rich Pactolus, roll’d o’er sands of gold. 

Soften’d by intervening crystal, and 
I(ip])led like flowing w aters by the wdnd. 

All vow’d to Sperchius as they were — bcliold them ! 

And him — as he stood by Pohxena, 

With sanction’d and with soften’d love, before 
The altar, gazing on his Trojan bride. 

With some remorse within for Hector slain 
And Priam weeping, mingled with deep passion 

® [The beauty and mien of Demetrius Puliorcetes \\ere bo inunitai le that no statuai y 
or painter could hit off a likeness. His countenance had a mixtuie of grace and 
dignity, and was at once amiable and awful, and the unsubdued and c'ager air of 
youth was blended with the majesty ol the heio and the king. — P lutaucu.] 



BOENE 

0 


I.] THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED. 91 

For the sweet downcast virgin, whose young hand 
Trembled in kis who slew her brotlier. So 
He stood i^ the temple ! Look upon him as 
Greece look'd her last upon licr best, the instant 
Ere Paris' arrow flew. 

Am, I gaze upon him 

As if I were liis soul, wliose form shall soon 
Envelope mine. 

Stran, You have done well. Tlie greatest 

Deformity sliould only barier witli 
Tlie extrerncst beauty, if the proverb's true 
Of mortals, that extremes meet. 

Arn, Come ! Be quid ! 

I am impatient. 

Strait, As a youthful be.iuty 

Before her glass. You both see what is not. 

But dream it is what must be. 

Am, Must I wait ? 

St ran. No; that were a pity. But a word or two : 

Ilis stature is twelve cubits ; would you so far 
Outstep these times, and be a Titan ? Or 
(To talk canoincalh) wax a son 
OfAiiak? 

Ani. Why not? 

Stran, Glorious ambition ! 

I love tlice most in dwarfs ! A mortal of 
Pliilistine stature would have gladly pared 
His own Goliath down to a slight David : 

But thou, my manikin, wouldst soar a show 
Bather than hero, Tliou shalt be indulged. 

If such be thy desire ; and yet, by being 
A little less removed from present men 
In figure, thou canst SAvay them more ; for all 
\Vould lise against thee now, as if to hunt 
A new-found mammoth : and their cursed engines. 

Their culveriiis, and so forth, would find way 
Tlirough our friend's armour tliere, with greater case 
Than the adulterer's arrow through liis heel 
Which Thetis had forgotten to baptise 
In Styx. 
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Jm. Then let it be as thou deern'si best. 

Stran, Thou shalt be beauteous as the thing thou seest, 

Anil strong as what it was, and 

Arrt. I ask not 

For valour, since deformity is daring.^ 

It IS its essence to o'ertake mankind 

By heart and soul, and make itself the equal — 

Ay, the superior of the rest. There is 
A spur in iis halt movements, to become 
All that the others cannot, in such things 
As still are free to both, to coinpensale 
For stepdame ^^aturc^s avarice at first. 

They woo with fearless deeds the smiles of fortune. 

And oft, like Tnnour the lame Tartar, win them. 

Siran. Well spoken I And thou doubtless wilt remain 
FormM as thou art. 1 ina\ dismiss the mould 
Of shadow, which must turn to flesh, to incase 
Tins daring soul, wliich could achieve no less 
Without it. 

Am. Had no power presented me 

The possibility of change, 1 would 
Have done the best wdiicli spirit may to make 
Its way wdth all defornnly^s dull, deadly. 

Discouraging weight upon me, like a mountain. 

In feeling, on my heart as on my shoulders — 

A hateful and unsightly molehill, to 

The eyes of happier men. I wmuld have lookM 

On beauty in that sex w hich is the type 

Of all we know or dream of beautiful 

Beyond the world they brighten, with a sigh — 

Not of love, but despair; nor sought to win, 

Tliough to a heart all love, what could not love me 
In turn, because of this vile crooked clog, 

Which makes me lonely. Nay, 1 could have borne 

7 [“ Whosoever,” says Lord Bacon, “ liatli anything fixed in his puisou tliai doth 
induce contempt, hath also a periictual spui in luriihelf to rescue and deliver liinihclf 
from ficom ; therefore, all deformed persons are extreme hold ; frst, as in their <iwn 
defence, as being exposed to scoin, but in process of time hy a general habit ; also jt 
BtiiTeth in them indnstiy, and especially ol this hind, to watch and observe the 
weakneBB of others, that they may have somewhat to repay.” Loid Byron’s cliief 
incentive, when a boy, to distinction was that maik of deformity, hy an acute sense of 
which he was fiist stung iiih' the ambition of being great. — M ookk.J 
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li all, had not ray mother spuriiM me from her. 

The she-bear licks her cubs into a sort 

Of shape ; — my dam beheld my shape wag hopeless. 

Had she exposed me, like the Spartan, ere 

I knew the passionate part of life, 1 liad 

Been a clod of the valley, — happier nothing 

Than what I am. But even tlius, the lowest. 

Ugliest, and meanest of mankind, what courage 
And perseverance could have done, perchance 
Had made me something — as it has made heroes 
Of the same mould as mine. You lately saw me 
Master of my own life, and quick to quit it; 

And he who is so is the master of 
Whatever dreads to die. 

Stmn, ]')ccide between 

What you have been, or will be. 

Am, I have done so. 

You have oi)enM brighter prospects to my eyes. 

And sweeter to my heart. As I am now, 

I might be fear^l, admired, respected, loved 
Of all save those next to me, of wdiom 1 
Would be beloved. As thou show est me 
A choice of forms, 1 take the one I view^ 

Haste ! haste ! 

Stran, And what shall I wear? 

Arn, Surely, he 

Who can command all forms will choose the hi g lies I, 
Something superior even to that which w^as 
Pelides now before us. Perhaps his 
Who slew him, that of Paris : or — still higher — 

The poePs god, clothed in such limbs as are 
Themselves a poetry. 

Stran. Less will content me ; 

Por I, too, love a change. 

Arn. Your aspect is 

Dusky, but not uncomely. 

Stran, If I chose, 

1 might be whiter; but T have a penchant 

For black — it is so honest, and besides 

Can neither blush wdth shame nor pale with fear; 
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But I have worn it long enough of late, 

And now Til take your figure. 

Arn, Mine! 

Stran. Yes. You 

Shall change with Thetis' son, and I with Bertha, 

Your mother's oilspring. People liave their tastes ; 

You have yours — I mine. 

Arn, Despatch ! despatch ! 

Stran. Jivcn so. 

[Hie Sfrmiger takes some earth and mouhh U ahytg the tnrf^ aud 
then addresses the phantom of Achilles. 

Beautiful shadow 
Of Thetis's boy 1 
Who sleeps in the meadow 
Whose grass grows o'er Troy : 

Prom the red earlli, like Adam,® 

Thy likeness I shape. 

As the being who made him, 

Wliose actions I ape. 

Tliou clay, be all glowing, 

Till the rose in his cheek 
Be as fair, as when blowing, 

It w'ears its first streak I 
Ye violets, 1 scatter, 

Now^ turn into eyes ! 

And thou, sunshiny water. 

Of blood take the guise ! 

Let these hyacinth boughs 
Be his long flowing hair, 

And wave o'er his browns. 

As thou wavest in air ! 

Let his heart be this marble 
I tear from the rock ! 

But his voice as the w^arble 
Of birds on yon oak ! 

Let his flesh be the purest 
Of mould, in w^hich grew 


• AiUni meaos *^r€d earth from which the first man was formod. 
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The lily-root surest, 

And drank tlie best dew ! 

Let his limbs be the lightest 
Which clay can compound. 

And his aspect the brightest 
On ear til to be found 1 
Elements, near me, 

Be mingled and stirred. 

Know me, and hear me, 

And leap to my word ! 

Sunbeams, awaken 

Tins earth^s aiiimalion I 
^Tis done ! Jle liatli taken 
His stand iii creation ! 

[AuNOLD/a//s aeusdesa; his soul passes into flic shape of AchiUcs^ 
which rises fom the (/round, while the phantom has 
disappeared^ part hypart^ as (he fujure was formed from the 
eai ih. 

Am. {in his new form). I love, and I shall bo beloved ! Oli, 
life ! 

At last I feel tliee ! Glorioua spirit ! 

Stran. Stop ! 

W^hat shall become of your abandoned garment. 

Yon hump, and lump, and clod of ugliness, 

AVhich late you wore, or were? 

Arn. AVho cares ? Let wolves 

And vultures take it, if they will. 

Stran. And if 

They do, and are not scared by it, you^ll say 
It must be peace-time, and no better fare 
Abroad the fields. 

Arn. Let us but leave it there ; 

No matter what becomes on T. 

Stran. That^s ungracious ; 

If not ungrateful. Whatsoever it be. 

It hath sustaiiiVd your soul full many a day. 

Arn. Ay, as the dunghill may conceal a gem 
W^hich is now set in gold, as jewels should be. 

Stran. But if I give another form, it must be 
By fair exchange, not robbery. Eor they 
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Who make men witliont woiiu'n^s aid liavc long 
Had patents for the same, and do not love 
Your interlopers. The devil iiiny take men. 

Not make them, — though he reap the benefit 
Of the original workmanship : — and therefore 
Some one must be found to assume the shape 
You have qujtf('d. 

Jni, Wlio would do so? 

S^ran. That I know not. 

And therefore T must. 

Arj/. You ! 

I said it ere 

Y^ou inhabited vour present dome of beauty. 

ylr//. True. I forget all things in the new joy 
Of lliis immortal change. 

S/raji. In a few moments 

I will be as you ivere, and you shall sec 
Y^ourself for ever by you, as your shadow. 

Arn. ’I would be spared this. 

Stnni, But it cannot be. 

What ! shrink already, being wdiat you are. 

From seeing what you were ? 

Anu Do as thou wilt. 

Straiu {to the late for w ryAuNOLD, ej'temleil on the earth). 
Clay ! not dead, but soul-less ! 

Though no man would choose thee, 

An immortal no less 

Deigns not to refuse thee. 

Clay thou art ; and unto spirit 
All clay is of equal merit. 

Fire ! without which nought can live \ 

Fire ! but in which nought can live, 

Save the fabled salamander. 

Or immortal souls w hich wander, 

Praying what doth not forgive, 

Howdnig for a drop of water. 

Burning in a quenchless lot ; 

Fire ! the only element 

Where nor fish, beast, bird, nor w^orm. 

Save the ivorm which dieth not, 



SCKNK I.] 


THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED. 


97 


Can preserve a moment's form, 

But must with thyself be blent : 

Fire ! man's safeguard and his slaughter ; 

Fire ! Creation's first-born daughter. 

And Destruction's threaten'd son. 

When heaven with the world hath done : 

Fire ! assist me to renew 
Life in wliat lies in my view 
Siifi* and cold ! 

His resurrection rests with me and you ! 

One little, marshy s])ark of thime — 

And he again shall seem the same ; 

But I his spirit's place shall liold ! 

[An igma-fatuus flits through the ivood and rests on the brow of 
the body The Stranger disappears : the body riB&t. 

Am. {In his ucio form). Oh 1 horiible • 

Stran. (in Arnold's late shape). What! tremble ;>t tliou'^ 

Am. Not so — 

I merely sliudder. Where is iled the sliape 
Thou lately worest ? 

Siran. To the world of shadows. 

But let us thread the present. Whitlier wilt thou ? 

%rn. Must thou be my companion ? 

Stran. Wherefore not P 

Your betters keep worse company. 

Arn. betters ! 

Stran. Oh ! you wax proud, I see, of your new form : 

I'm glad of that. Ungrateful too 1 That's well ; 

You improve apace ; — two changes in an instant, 

And you are old in the world's ways already. 

But bear with me • indeed you'll find me useful 
Upon your pilgrimage. But come, pronounce 
Where shall we now be errant ? 

Arn. Where the world 

Is thickest, that I may behold it in 
Its workings. 

Stran, That's to say, where there is war 
And woman in activity. Let's see I 
Spain — Italy — the new Atlantic world — 

Afric with all its Moors. In very truth. 
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There is small choice: the whole race are just now 
Tugging as usual at each other^s hearts. 

Arn. I have heard great things of Rome. 

Stran. A goodly choice— 

And scarce a better to be found on earth. 

Since Sodom was put out. The field is wide too ; 

For now the Frank, and Hun, and Spanish scion 
Of the old Vandals, are at j)lay along 
The sunny shores of the world's garden. 

Am. How 

Shall we proceed ? 

Stran. Like gallants, on good coursers. 

What, ho ! my chargers ! Never yet were better. 

Since Phaeton was upset into the Po. 

Our pages too ! 

Enter two PageSy with fowr eocU-black h^rsctt. 

Arn. A noble sight ! 

Stran. And of 

A nobler breed. Match me in Barbary, 

Or your Kochlini race of Araby, 

With these ! , 

Arn. The mighty steam, which volumes high 

From their proud nostrils, burns tlie very air ; 

And sparks of flame, like dancing fire-flies wheel 
Around their manes, as common insects swarm 
Round common steeds towards sunset. 

Stran. Mount, iny lord : 

They and I are your servitors. 

Arn. And tliese 

Our dark -eyed pages— what may be their names? 

Stran. You shall baptize tliem. 

Arn. Wliat ! in holy water ? 

Stra7i. Why not ? The deeper sinner, better saint. 

Arn. Tliey are beautiful, and cannot, sure, be demons. 

Stran. True ; the devil's always ugly ; and your beauty 
Is never diabolical. 

Arn. ril call him 

Who bears the golden horn, and wears such bright 
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And blooming aspect, Huon ; for be looks 
Like to the lovely boy lost in the forest. 

And never found till now. And for the other 
And darker, and more thoughtful, who smiles not, 

But looks as serious tliough serene as night. 

He shall be Memnon, from the Ethiop king 
Whose statue turns a harper once a day. 

And you ? 

Stran, I have ten thousand names, and twice 
As many attributes ; but as I wear 
A human shape, will take a liuinaii name. 

Arn, More human than the shape (though it was mine 
once) 

I trust. 

Stran, Then call me Caesar. 

Atn, Why, that name 

Belongs to empires, and has been but borne 
By the world's lords. 

Stran, And therefore fittest for 

The devil in disguise — since so you deem me. 

Unless you call me pope instead. 

Arn, Well, then, 

Cmsar thou shalt be. For myself, my name 
Shall be plain Arnold still. 

Ccds. We/ll add a title — 

"Count Arnold it hath no ungracious sound, 

And will look well upon a billet-doux. 

Arn, Or in an order for a battle-field. 

Cces, [sings). To horse! to horse I my coal-black ste(‘d 
Paws the ground and snuffs the air ! 

There's not a foal of Arab's breed 
More knows whom he must bear; 

On the hill he will not tire. 

Swifter as it waxes higher ; 

In the marsh he will not slacken. 

On the plain be overtaken ; 

In the wave he will not sink. 

Nor pause at the brook’s side to drink ; 

In the race he will not pant. 

In the combat he’ll not faint ; 

hS 
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On the stones he will not stumble, 

Time nor toil sliall make him humble; 

In the stall he will not stiffen, 

.But be winged as a griflin, 

Only flying with his feet : 

And will not such a voyage be sweet ? 

Merrily! merrily! never unsound. 

Shall our bonny black horses skim over the ground ! 
IVom the Alps to the Caucasus, ride wo, or fly ! 

Eor w'e^ll leave them behind in tlie glance of an eye. 

[They mount their hor^cs^ an<l dUappear 


SCENE II. 

A Camp before the walls of Rome. 

Arnold and G^sah 

Crr.s. You are well entered now. 

Am. Ay ; but iny path 

lias been o^er carcasses : mine c^es are full 
Of blood. 

Cces. Then wipe them, and see clearly. Why ! 

Thou art a concpieror; the cliosen knight 
And free companion of the gallant Bourbon, 

Late constable of France ; and now to be 
Lord of tlie city wdiich hath been earth^s lord 
Under its emperors, and — changing sex. 

Not sceptre, an hermaphrodite of empire — 

Lady of the old world. 

Ar7i. How old? What! are theie 

Lew worlds ? 

Cers. you. You^ll find there are sucli sliorll>. 

By its rich harvests, new disease, and gold; 

From one halfoi the wmrld named a whole new one, 

Because you know no better than the dull 
And dubious notice of 3 our eyes and ears. 

Am. ril trust them. 

Cm. Do ! They will deceive you sweetlyj 

And that is better than the bitter truth. 

Dog! 
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Cces. Man ! 

Arn, Devil ! 

Ca8. Your obedient humble servant. 

Arn. Say rmster rather. Thou hast lured me on. 

Through scenes of blood and lust, till I am here. 

C6es. And where wouldst thou be? 

Am. Oh, at peace — in peace. 

Cas. And where is that which is so ? From tlie star 
To the winding worm, all life is motion ; and 
In life commotion is the extremest point 
Of life. The planet wheels till it becomes 
A comet, and destroying as it s\i eeps 
The stars, goes out. Tiie poor worm winds its w^ay. 

Living upon the death of other Hungs, 

But still, like them, rnusl. live and die, tlie subject 
Of something which has made it live and die. 

You must obey wdiat all obey, the rule 
Of fix'd necessity : against her edict 
llebellioii prospers not. 

Arn. And when it prospers 

Cca. 'Tis no rebellion. 

Arn. Will it prosper now ? 

Cm. The Bourbon hath given orders for tlie assault. 

And by the dawni tlicre will be work. 

Arn. Alas ! 

And shall the city yield? I see the giant 
Abode of the true God, and Ids true saint, 

Saint Peter, rear its dome and cross into 
lhat sky whence Christ ascended from the cross, 

Which Ids blood made a badge of glory and 
Of joy (as once of torture unto him, 

God and God's Son, man's sole and only refuge). 

' Cm. 'Tis tliere and shall be. 

Arn. What ? 

Cm. The cniciiii 

Above, and many altar shrines below. 

Also some culverins upon the walls, 

And harquebusses, and what not ; besides 
The men who are to kindle them to death 
Of other men. 
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Am. And those scarce mortal arches, 

Pile above pile of everlasting wall, 

The theatre where emperors and their subjects 
(Those subjects Homans) stood at gaze upon 
The battles of the monarchs of the wild 
And wood, the lion and his tusky rebels 
Of the then untamed desert, brought to joust 
111 the arena (as right well they might, 

When they liad left no human foe unconquer’d) ; 

Made even the forest pay its tribute of 
Life to their amphitheatre, as well 
As Dacia men to die the eternal death 
For a sole instant’s pastime, and Pass on 
To a new gladiator ! ” — Must it fall ? 

Ca^s. The city, or the amphitheatre ? 

The church, or one, or all ? for you confound 
Both them and me, 

Arn, To-morrow sounds the assault 

With the first cock-crow. 

Ca:s, Which, if it end with 

The evening’s first mglitingale, will be 
Something new in tlie annals of great sieges; 

For men must have llieir prey after long toil. 

Arn, The sun goes down as calmly, and perhaps 
More beautifully, tlian he did on Rome 
On the day Remus leapt her w^all. 

Ca'S. I saw him. 

Afn. You! 

CVes. Yes, sir. You forget I am or was 

Spirit, till I took up with your cast shape, 

And a worse name. I’m Caesar and a hunch-back 
Now. Well! the first of Caesars was a bald-head, 

And loved his laurels better as a wig 
(So history says) than as a glory.® Thus 
The world runs on, but we’ll be merry still. 

I saw your Romulus (simple as I am) 

* [Suetonius relates of Julius Caesar, that his baldness gave him much uneasiness, 
having often found himself, upon that account, exposed to the ridicule of his enemies ; 
and that, therefore, of all the honours conferred upon him by the senate and people, 
there was none which he either accepted or used with so much pleasure as the right of 
wearing constantly a laurel crown.] 
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Slay his own twin, quick-born of the same womb, 
Because he leapt a ditch (^twas then no wall, 

"Whatever it now be) ; and Eome^s earliest cement 
Was brother's blood; and if its native blood 
Be spilt till the choked Tiber be as red 
As e'er ^twas yellow, it will never wear 
The deep hue of the ocean and the earth, 

Which the great robber sons of fratricide 
Have made their never-ceasing scene of slaugliter 
For ages. 

Am, But what have these done, their far 
Bemote descendants, who have lived in peace. 

The peace of heaven, and in her sunshine of 
Piety ? 

Cas, And what had the// done, whom the old 
Eomans o^erswept ? — Hark ! 

Arn, Tliey arc soldiers singing 

A reckless roundelay, upon the eve 
Of many deaths, it may be of their own. 

Cas, And why should tliey not sing as w'ell as swans ? 
They are black ones, to be sure. 

Arn, So, you are learn'd, 

I see, too ? 

Cas, In my grammar, certes. I 
Was educated for a monk of all times, 

And once I was well versed in the forgotten 
Etruscan letters, and — Avere I so minded — 

Could make tlieir hieroglyphics plainer than 
Your alphabet. 

Arn. And wherefore do you not ? 

Cas, It answers better to resolve the alphabet 
Back into hieroglyphics. Like your statesman. 

And prophet, pontiff, -doctor, alchymist. 

Philosopher, and what not, they have built 
More Babels, without new dispersion, than 
The stammering young ones of the llood^s dull ooze. 
Who fail'd and fled each other. Why ? why, marry, 
Because no man could understand his neighbour. 

They are wiser now, and will not separate 
For nonsense. Nay, it is their brotherhood, 
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Their Shibboletli, their Koran, Talmud, their 
Cabala; their best brick -work, wherewithal 
They build more 

Am. [interrupting him). Oh, tliou everlasting sneerer! 

Be silent ! How the soldier’s rough strain seems 
Soften’d by distance to a hymn-like cadence ! 

Listen ! 

C(cs. Yes. I have heard the angels sing. 

Am. And demons howl. 

Cces. And man, too. Let us listen ; 

1 love all music. 


Smg of the Soldiers within. 

The black bands came over 
The Alps and their snow ; 

With Bourbon, the rover. 

They pass’d the broad Po. 

We have beaten all foemeii. 

We have captured a king, 

We have turn’d back on no men. 
And so let us sing ! 

Here’s the Bourbon for ever I 
Though penniless all, 

We’ll have one more endeavour 
At yonder old wall. 

With the Bourbon we’ll gather 
At day-dawn before 
The gates, and together 
Or break or climb o’er 
The wall : on the ladder 
As mounts each firm foot. 

Our shout shall grow gladder. 

And death only be mute. 

With the Bourbon we’ll mount o’er 
The walls of old Eome, 

And who then shall count o’er 
The spoils of each dome ? 

Up ! up with the lily 1 
And down with the keys I 
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In old Eome, the seven-hilly, 

We^U revel at ease. 

• Her streets shall be gory. 

Her Tiber all rod, 

And her tem]des so hoary 
Shall clang with our tread. 

Oh, the Bourbon ! the Bourbon I 
The Bourbon for aye • 

Of our song bear the burden ! 

And fire, fire away ! 

With Spain for the vanguard. 

Our vaiied host comes; 

And next to the Spaniard 
Beat Gorniany^s drums ; 

And Italy^s lances 

Arc couchM at their mother ; 

But our leader from Trance is. 

Who warrM with his brother. 

Oh, the Bourbon ! the Bourbon ! 

Sans country or home, 

We^ll follow the Bourbon, 

To plunder old Eome. 

An indifferent song 

Tor those within the walls, methinks, to hear. 

A71L Yes, if they keep to their chorus. But here comes 
The general with his chiefs and men of trust. 

A goodly rebel. 

Enter the Constable Bourbon^ “ cum ifwwf,” <fcc. dec, 

Phil. How now, noble prince, 

You are not cheerful ? 

Bourh. Why should I be so ? 

Phil. Upon the eve of conquest, such as ours. 

Most men would be so. 

Bourh. If I were secure ! 

^ [Charles of Bourbon was cousin to Francis I., and Constable of France. Being 
bitterly persecuted by the queen-mother for having declined the honour of her hand, 
and through her instigation by the king, he trausfeired his services to the Empeior 
Charles V.] 
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ThiL Doubt not our soldiers. Were tlie walls of adamant, 
TheyM crack them. Hunger is a sharp artillery. 

Boiirh. That they will falter is my least of fears. 

That they will be repulsed, with Bourbon for 
Their chief, and all their kindled appetites 
To marshal them on — were those hoary walls 
Mountains, and those who guard them like the gods 
Of the old fables, I would trust my Titans ; — 

But now 

Phil. They are but men who war with mortals, 

Bourb. True : but those walls have girded in great ages. 
And sent forth rriiglitv spirits. The past earth 
And present phantom of imperious Home 
Is peopled with those warriors; and methiiiks 
They flit along the eternal city's rampart, 

And stretch their glorious, gory, shadowy hands. 

And beckon me away ! 

Phil. So let them ! Wilt thou 

Turn back from shadowy menaces of shadows ? 

Bourh. They do not menace me. 1 could have faced, 
Methiiiks, a Sylla's menace ; but they clasp. 

And raise, and wring their dim and deathlike hands. 

And with their thin aspen faces and fix'd eyes 
Fascinate mine. Look there ! 

Phil. I look upon 

A lofty battlement. 

Bourh. And there ! 

Phil. Not even 

A guard in sight ; they wisely keep below. 

Shelter'd by the grey parapet from some 
Stray bullet of our lansquenets, who might 
Practise in the cool twilight. 

Bourh. You are blind. 

Phil. If seeing nothing more than may bo seen 
Be so. 

Bourh. A thousand years have inann'd tlie walls 
With all their heroes, — the last Cato stands 
And tears his bowels, rather than survive 
The liberty of that I would enslave. 

And the first Csesar with his triumphs flits 
From battlement to battlement. 
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FhiL Then conquer 

The walls for which he conquer'd and be greater 1 

Bourb. True : so I will, or perish. 

Phil. You can no 

In such an enterprise to die is rather 
The dawn of an eternal day, than death. 

[CoutU Arnold wid C.rsar advance. 

Cois. And the mere men — do they too sweat ben ',ath 
The noon of this same ever-scorching glory ? 

Boiirh, Ah ! 

Welcome the bitter hunchback ! and his master, 

The beauty of our host, and brave as beauteous, 

And generous as lovely. We shall find 
Work for you both ere morning. 

Cfcs. You will find, 

So please your highness, no less for 3 ourself. 

Boiirh. And if I do, tliere u ill not be a labourer 
More forward, hunchback ! 

CfP%. You may well say so, 

Yot 1 /ou have seen that back — as general. 

Placed in the rear in action — but your foes 
Have never seen it, 

Bourh. Tliat's a fair retort, 

For I provoked it : — but the Bourbon's breast 
Has been, and ever shall be, far advanced 
In danger's face as yours, were you the devil. 

Cm. And if I were, I might have saved myself 
Tlie toil of coming here. 

Phil. Why so ? 

Cm. One half 

Of your brave bands of tlieir own bold accord 
Will go to him, the other half be sent. 

More swiftly, not less surely. 

Bourh. Arnold, your 

Slight crooked friend's as snake-like in his words 
As his deeds. 

Cm. Your highness much mistakes me. 

The first snake was a fiatterer — I am none \ 

And for my deeds, 1 only sting when stung. 

Bourh. Y ou are brave, and that's enough for me ; and quick 
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In speech as sharp in action — and that^s more. 

I am not alone the soldier, but the soldiers' 

Comrade. 

CcBS. They are but bad company, your highness; 

And worse even for tlieir friends than foes, as being 
More permanent acquaintance. 

PkiL IIow now, fellow I 

Thou waxest insolent, beyond the privilege 
or a buHbon. 

Crr,s. You menu I speak the truth. 

I'll lie — it is as easy ; then you'll praise me 
Tor calling you a hero. 

Bourh. Philibert ! 

Let him alone ; he's brave, and ever lias 

Been first, with that swart face and mountain shoulder. 

In field or storm, and patient in starvation ; 

And for his tongue, the camp is full of licence. 

And the shar]i stinging of a lively rogue 
Is, to my mind, far preferable to 
The gross, dull, heavy, gloomy execration 
Of a mere famish'd sullen grumbling slave. 

Whom nothing can convince save a full meal. 

And Aviiie, and sleep, and a few maravedis. 

With which he deems him rich. 

Cas, It would be well 

If the earth’s princes ask'd no more. 

Bourh. Be silent ! 

Ca's. Ay, but not idle. Work yourself with w’ords. 

You have few to speak. 

Phil. What means the audacious prater ? 

Cdns. To prate, like other prophets. 

Bourh. Philibert ! 

Why will you vex him? Have we not enough 
To think on? Arnold ! 1 vill lead the attack 
To-morrow. 

Arn. I have heard as much, my lord. 

Bomb. And you will follow ? 

Arn. Since I must not lead. 

Bourh. "Tis necessary for the further daring 
Of our too needy army, that their chief 
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Plant the first foot upon tlie foremost ladder's 
First step. 

C€es, Upon its topmost, let us hope ; 

So shall he have his full deserts. 

Bourb, The world's 

Great capital perchance is ours to-morrow. 

^I'hrough every change the seven-hiird city hath 
lletain'd her sway o'er nations, and the Caesars 
But yielded to the Alarms, the Alarms 
Unto the pontiffs. Homan, Goth, or priest. 

Still tlie world's masters 1 Civilised, barbarian. 

Or saintly, still the walls of Korn ulus 
Have been the circus of an empire. Well I 
'IVas their turn — now 'tis ours ; and lei us liope 
That we will fight as well, and rule much better. 

Cces. No doubt, the camp's the school of civic rights. 
What would you make of Home ? 

Bourb, That which it was. 

Cces, In Alaric's time ? 

Bourb, No, slave ! in the first Cajsar's, 

Whose name you bear like other curs 

C(Ls, And kings ! 

'Tis a great name for blood-hounds. 

Bourb, There's a demon 

In that fierce raltlesnake thy tongue. Wilt never 
Be serious 

Cas, On tlie eve of battle, no ; — 

That were not soldier-like. 'Tis for the general 

To be more pensive : we adventurers 

Must be more cheerful. Wherefore should w e tliink? 

Our tutelar deity, in a leader's shape, 

'lakes care of us. Keep thought aloof from hosts ! 
if the knaves take to thinking, you will have 
To crack those w^alls alone. 

Bourb, You may sneer, since 

'Tis lucky for you that you fight no worse for 't. 

Cats, I thank you for the freedom ; 'tis tlie only 
Pay I have taken in your highness’ service. 

Bourb, Well, sir, to-morrow you shall pay yourself. 

Look on those towers \ they liold my treasury : 
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But, Pliilibert, we'll in to council. Arnold, 

We would request your presence. 

Am. Prince ! my service 

Is your.s, as in the field. 

Bourl). In both we prize it, 

And yours will be a post of trust at daybreak. 

And mine ? 

Sourb. To follow glory with the Bourbon. 

Good night ! 

Am. {to CiESAii). Prepare our armour for the assault, 

And wait within my tent. 

[Exeunt BourtBOn, Arnold, Puilibekt, Aol 

Cais. [solus). Within thy tent ! 

Think'st thou that I pass from thee with my presence ? 

Or that this crooked coffer, which contain’d 

Thy principle of life, is aught to me 

Except a mask ? And these are men, forsooth 1 

Heroes and chiefs, the flower of Adam’s bastards I 

This is the consequence of giving matter 

The power of thought. It is a stubborn substance, 

And thinks chaotically, as it acts. 

Ever relapsing into its first elements. 

Well ! I must play witli these poor puppets ; 'tis 
The spirit’s pastime in his idler hours. 

When I grow weary of it, I have business 
Amongst the stars, which these poor creatures deem 
Were made for them to look at. 'Twere a jest now 
To bring one down amongst them, and set fire 
Unto their anthill : how the pismires then 
Would scamper o'er the scalding soil, and, ceasing 
Prom tearing down each other’s nests, pipe forth 
One universal orison ! ha ! ha ! 


[Sxil Cjuab. 
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PART II. 


Scene I . — Before the walls of Rome. — The AssauU : the Army in motion^ with 
ladders to scale the walls; Bourbon with a white scarf over his armour^ 
foremost. 

ChoT'as of Spirits in the air. 


^Tis the morn, but dim and dark. 
Whither flies the silent lark ? 
Whither shrinks tlie clouded sun ? 
Is the day indeed begun? 

Nature^s eye is melancholy 
O^er tlie city high and holy : 

But without there is a dm 
Should arouse the saints within, 
And revive the heroic ashes 
Round which yellow Tiber dashes. 
Oh, ye seven hills ! awaken, 

Ere your very base be shaken ! 


Hearken to the steady stamp ! 

Mars is in their every tramp ! 

Not a step is out of tune. 

As the tides obey the moon ! 

On they march, though to self-slaughter. 
Regular as rolling water. 

Whose high-waves o'ersweep the border 
Of huge moles, but keep their order. 
Breaking only rank by rank. 

Hearken to the armour^s clank ? 

Look down o^er eacli frowning warrior. 
How he glares upon the barrier ; 

Look on each step of each ladder, 

As the stripes that streak an adder. 
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Look upon the bristling wall. 

Manned without an interval ! 

Hound and round, and tier on tier, 
Cannon^s black mouth, shining spear. 

Lit match, bell-mouthed musquetoon. 
Gaping to be murderous soon ; 

All the warlike gear of old. 

Mix'd with what we now behold. 

In this strife 'twixt old and new. 

Gather like a locusts' crew. 

Shade of Hemus ! 'tis a time 
Awful as thy brother's crime! 

Christians war against Christ's shrine ; — 
Must its lot be like to thine ? 


IV. 

Near — and near — and nearer still. 

As the earthquake saps the hill. 

First with trembling, hollow motion. 

Like a scarce awaken'd ocean. 

Then with stronger shock and louder, 

TiH the rocks are crush'd to powder,— 
Onward sweeps the rolling host 1 
Heroes of the immortal boast ! 

Mighty chiefs I eternal shadows ! 

First flowers of the bloody meadow’s 
Which encompass Rome, the mother 
Of a people without brother ! 

Will you sleep when nations' quarrels 
Plough the root up of your laurels ? 

Ye who weep o'er Carthage burning. 

Weep not — strike / for Rome is mom ning ! * 


Onward sweep the varied nations I 
Famine long hath dealt their rations. 


Scipio, the second AMcanns, is said to have rei>eated a vf-rse of Homer, and wei*t 
the burning of Carthage. He had better have granted it a capitulation. 
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To the wall, with hate and hunger, 
Numerous as wolves, and stronger. 

On they sweep. Oh, glorious city I 
Must thou be a theme for pity ? 

Fight, like your first sire, each Boman I 
Alaric was a gentle foeman, 

MatchM with Bourbon^s black banditti 1 
Bouse thee, thou eternal city ; 

Bouse tliee 1 Bather give the torch 
With thine own hand to thy porch, 
Than behold such hosts pollute 
Your worst dwelling with tlieir foot. 


Ah 1 behold yon bleeding spectre ! 
lUon's children find no Hector ; 
Priam^s offspring loved their brother ; 
Bome^s great sire forgot his mother. 
When he slew his gallant twin. 

With inexpiable sin. 

See the giant shadow stride 
(Yer the ramparts high and wide I 
When the first o^erleapt thy wall. 

Its foundation mouriiM thy fall. 

Now, though towering like a Babel, 
Who to stop his steps are able ? 
Stalking o^er thy highest dome, 
Bemus claims his vengeance, Borne ! 


Now they reacli thee in their anger ; 
Fire and smoke and hellish clangour 
Are around thee, thou world's wonder 
Death is in tlty walls and under. 

Now the meeting steel first clashes. 
Downward then the ladder crashes. 
With its iron load all gleaming, 

Lving at its foot blaspheming ! 


VOL. V. 
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Up again ! for every warrior 
Slain, another climbs the barrier. 

Thicker grows the strife ; thy ditches 
Europe^s miiigliiig gore enriches. 

Borne ! although thy wall may perish, 

Such manure thy fields will cherish. 

Making gay the harvest-home ; 

But tliy hearths, alas ! oh. Borne ! — 

Yet be Borne amidst thine anguish. 

Eight as thou wast wont to vanquish 1 

VIII. 

Yet once more, ye old Penates ! 

Let not your qucnclf d lioartlis be Atds I 
Yet again, ye shadowy heroes. 

Yield not to tliosc stranger Ncros 1 
'I'hougli the son who slew his mother 
Shed itome's blood, he was your brotlier : 

^Tvvas the Boniaii curbM the Boiiiaii; — 

Brennus was a bafiled foeman. 

Yet again, ye saints and martyrs, 

Bise ! for yours are holier charters I 
Mighty gods of temples fall mg. 

Yet in rum still appalling ! 

Mightier founders of those altars. 

True and Christian, — strike the assaulters! 

Tiber ! Tiber ! let thy torrent 
Show even nature’s self abhorrent. 

Let each breathing heart dilated 
Turn, as doth the lion baited ! 

Borne be crushM to one wnde tomb, 

But be still the Boman’s Borne ! 

[Bourdon, Arnold, C^sar, and others^ arrive at the foot of the 
wall. Arnold is about to plant his ladder. 

Bourb. Hold, Arnold ! i am lirst. 

Arn. Not so, my lord, 

Bourb. Hold, sir, I charge you I Eollow ! I am proud 
Of such a follower, but will brook no leader. 

[Bourbon plwnU his ladder, and begins to mount, 
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Now, boys ! On ! on ! 

[A shot strikes Idm^ and Bourbon falls, 

Cms, And off! 

Am. Eternal powers ! 

The host will be appalled, — but vengeance ! vengeance ! 

Bourh. ^Tis nothing — lend me your hand. 

[Bourbon takes Arnold hy the hand, and rises j hid as he puts 
his foot on the step, falls again. 

Arnold ! I am sped. 

Conceal my fall — all will go well — conceal it ! 

I'^ling my cloak o'er what will be dust anon ; 

Ijct not the soldiers see it. 

Am, You must be 

Removed; the aid of 

Bourh, No, my gallant boy : 

Death is upon me. But whnt is one life? 

The Bourbon's spirit shall command them still. 

Keep them yet ignorant that I am but clay, 

Till they arc conquerors — then do as you may. 

Cres, Would not your liiglmcss choose to kiss tlie cross? 

We have no priest here, but the hilt of sword 
May serve instead ; — it did the same for Bayard. 

Bourb, Thou bitter slave ! to name him at this time 1 ® 

But I deserve it. 

Am, [to Cacsab). Villain, hold your peace I 
Ctps, What, when a Christian dies ? Sliall I not offer 
A Christian Yade in pace ? " 

Arn, Silence ! Oh ! 

Tliose eyes are glazing which o'erlook'd the world, 

And saw no equal. 

Bourh, Arnold, vshouldst thou see 

Erance But hark ! hark ! the assault grows warmer — Oh 1 

Eor but an hour, a minute more of life, 

'lo die within the nail I lienee, Arnold, hence ! 

You lose time — they will conquer Rome without thee. 

® [Bayard, when dying, used the guard of his sword for a cross. It was as he sat 
mortally wounded at the foot of a tree tliat Bourbon, passing by wjth the victorious 
Imperialists, expressed his com passion. “Pity not me,” said B.iyard, “for I die 
like an honest man ; but I pity you who are serving agojnst your king, your countiy^ 
and your oath.” Hence the dying Bouibon exclaims against Caesar for bringing to 
his mind the rebuke of the dying Bayard ] 

« 1 2 
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Arn, A]id without thee. 

Bourh. Not so ; Til lead them still 

111 spirit. Cover up my dust, and breathe not 
'I'ljat I have ceased to breathe. Aw'ay ! and be 
Victorious. 

Arn, But I must not leave thee tlms. 

Bonrb, You must — farewell — Up ! up ! the world is winiuiijr. 

[Bourbon 

Qrs. {to Arnold). Come, count, to business. 

Am. True. I’ll weep hereafter. 

[Arnold covers Bourbon’s body with a mantle^ mounts the ladder^ 
crying 

Tlic Bourlion ! Bourbon ! On, boys ! Home is ours ! 

(A>s. Cood nii^lil, lord constable ! thou vert a man. 

[Cjr^ah follows Arnold , they reach the battlement ; Arnold and 
C.BSAR arc straeJe doun. 

Qea. A precious somerset ! Is your countship injured? 

Aru, No. 

[^llemounts the ladder. 

Cfcs. A r:ire blood-hound, when his oun is heated ! 

And his no boy’s pla\. Now^ he strikes tliein down 1 
Ills hand is on the battlement — he gra,sps it 
As Ihou^h it were an altar; now Ins foot 
Is on it, and What have we liere ? — a Eoman ? 

[A man falls. 

The first bird of the covey ! he has fallen 

On the outside of the nest. Why, how now, fellow? 

IFouvded Man. A drop of water ! 

6krv. Blood^s tlie only liquid 

Nearer than Tiber. 

Wovmled Man. I have died for Horae. 

[Dies. 

C/r9. And so did Bourbon, in another sense. 

Oh, tliese immortal men ! and their great motives ! 

^ [Od the first of May, 1^27, the Constahle and hhs army Ci.me in sight of Rome, 
and the next morning commenced the atta<*k. B< urhoii wnie a white vest over his 
armour, in order, he said, to be more conspicuous both to his friends and foes. Ho 
ltd on to tbe Malls, and commenced a furious assault, 'whicli was repelled with equal 
violence. Seeing that his array began to -weaver, he seisK'd a scaling-ladder from a 
soldier standing, and was in the act of ascending, when he was pierced by a musket- 
ball, and fell. Feeling that his wound was mortal, he desired that his body might 
be concealed from his soldiers^ and instantly expired. — Robertson,] 
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But I must after my young charge. He is 
J^y this time i^ the ibrum. Charge ! charge! 

[CiKSAB mounts the ladder ; the scene closes. 


SCENE II. 

The City. — OombeUs between the Besmyers and Besieged in the streets, 
Inhahitands flying in confusion. 

Enter CiiSAR. 

Cas. I cannot find my hero ; lie is mix'd 
With the heroic crowd tiiat now pursue 
The fugitives, or batllc with the desperate. 

What have we liere ? A cardimil or two 
That do not seem in love with martyrdom. 

How the old red -shanks scamper 1 Could tliey doff 
Their hose as they have dotfhl tlieir hats, 'twould be 
A blessing, as a mark the less for plunder. 

But let them fly ; the crimson kennels now 
Will not much stain their stockings, since the rnirc 
Is of tlie self-same purple hue. ' 


Enter a Party flghting — Aukold at, the head of the Besieger. 

lie comes. 

Hand in hand vrith the mild tivins — Gore and Glory. 
Holla 1 hold, count ! 

Ar7i, Away 1 the) must not rally. 

Cas, I tell thee, be not rash j a golden bridge 
Is for a flying enemy. I gave thee 
A form of beauty, and an 
Exemption from some maladies of body. 

But not of mind, w hich is not mine to give. 

But though 1 gave the form of Thetis' son, 

I dipt thee not in Styx j and 'gainst a foe 
I would not warrant thy cliivalric heart 
More than Pelides’ heel ; why, then, be cautioue. 

And know thyself a mortal still. 

Arn, And w ho 

With aught of soul would combat if lie were 



118 


THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED. 


[part I[V 


Invulnerable ? That were pretty sport. 

Thiiik'st thou I beat for hares when lions roar ? 

[Arnold rushes into the cumbcU. 
Cas, A precious sample of liuinanity ! 

Well, his blood^s up; and if a little's shed, 

'Twill serve to curb his fever. 

[Arnold engages with a Roman, who retires towards a portico. 
Arn. Yield thee, slave I 

T promise quarter. 

R(m. That's soon said 

Arn. And done 

My word is known, 

llo7n. So shall he my deeds. 

[ They re- engage C-®sar comes foi ward, 

C(C‘S. Why, Arnold ! hold thine own ; thou hasii in hand 
A finnoiis artisan, a cunning sculjiior ; 

Also a dealer in the sword and diigger. 

Not so, rny inusquctcer ; 'iv\as he wlio slew 
The Bourbon from the wall. 

Ant. Ay, did he so P 

Then he hath carved his monument. 

Horn. I yet 

May live to carve your better's. 

Cees. Well said, my man of marble ! Benvenuto, 

Thou hast some practice in both \vays ; and he 
Who slavs Cellini will have work'd as hard 
As e'er thou didst upon Carrara's blocks.® 

[Arnold disarms and wounds Cellini, hut slightly : the Icdten' 
draws a jjistol, and Jives; then retires, and disappears 
through the portico, 

Cces. How farest thou ? Thou hast a taste, metliinks, 

Of red Bellona's banquet. 

Arn, [staggers). a scratch. 

Lend me thy scarf. He sliall not 'scape me thus. 

* [“Levelling my arquebuse,” says Benvenuto Cellini, “I discharged it with a 
deliberate aim at a person who seemed to be lifted above the rest. I cautiously 
approached the walls, and perceived that there was an extraordinary confusion among 
the assailants, occasioned by onr having shut the Duke of Bourbon : he was, as I 
understood afterwards, that chief personage whom I saw raised above the rest.” — 
Vol i. p. 120. This, however, is one of the many stories in Cellini’s amusing auto- 
biography uihich nobody credits.] 
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Cces. Where is it ? 

Ar 7 u In the shouW^r, not the sword arm— 

And that's enough. I am thirsty : would I had 
A helm of water ! 

C(BS. That's a liquid now 

In requisition, but by no means easiest 
To come at. 

Arn, And my thirst increases ; — but 

TTl find a way to quench it. 

Cces, Or be qiicncli'd 

Thyself. 

Arn The chance is even ; wc will throw 
Tlic dice tliercon. But 1 lose time in prating; 

Prithee be quick. 

[C^SAB hinds on the scarf. 

And wliat dost tliou so idly? 

Why dost not strike 

Cces. Your old philosophers 

Beheld mankind, as mere spectators of 
The Olympic games. When 1 behold a prize 
Worth wrestling for, I may bo found a Milo. 

Arn. Ay, 'gain4 an oak. 

Cces. A forest, when it suits me : 

I combat with a mass, or not at all. 

Meantime, pursue thy sport as I do mine ; 

Which is just now to gaze, since all these labourers 
Will reap my harvest gratis. 

Arn. '^riiou art still 

A fiend ! 

Cces, And thou — a man. 

Arn. Why, such I fain Avould show me. 

Cces. True — as men are. 

Arn. And what is that ? 

Cces. Thou fcclcst and thou see'st. 


[Exk Arnold, joining in the combat which stiU contin/aes between 
detached parties. The scene closes. 
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SCENE III. 

St. Peter^s — The vnierior of the Church — The Pope at the AVwr^PrkstSj tfcc., 
CTowdi/ng in confusicm, and CUizens jlyinr/ for refuge, pursued by Soldiery. 

EnJter Gjssak. 

A Spanish Soldier. Down with them, comrades, seize upon those 
lamps I 

Cleave yon bald-patcd shaveling to the chine 1 
His rosary's of gold ! 

Lutheran Soldier. llevcngc ! revenge ! 

Plunder hereafter, but for vengeance now — 

Yonder stands Anti-Christ ! 

Cans, [interposing). How now, schismatic ? 

What wouldst thou ? 

Luth. Sold. In the holy name of Christ, 

Destroy proud Anti-Christ. I am a Cliristian. 

Cms. Yea, a disciple that would make the founder 
Of your belief renounce it, could he see 
Such proselytes. Best stint thyself to plunder. 

Luth. Sold. I say he is the devil. 

Cces. Hush ! keep that secret, 

Lest he should recognise you for liis own. 

Luth. Sold. Why would you save him ? I repeat he is 
The devil, or the devil's vicar upon earth. 

Cces. And that's the reason : v ould you make a quarrel 
With your best friends? You had far best be quiet ; 

His hour is not yet come. 

Luth. Sold. Tlint shall he seen ! 

\Th£ Luthet'an Soldier rushes for ward : a sJtot sti'ikes him from 
one of the Pope’s Guards, and he faUs at the foot of the 
Altar. 

Qbs. {to the Lutheran). I told you so. 

LiUL Sold. And will you not avenge me ? 

Caes. Not 1 1 You know that ^'Vengeance is the Lord's : " 
You see he loves no interlopers. 

Imth. Sold, [dt/inp). Oh ! 
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I1I.1 

Had 1 but slain him^ I had gone on higli^ 

Crowned with eternal glory ! Heaven, for^ve 
My feebleness of arm that reacliM him not. 

And take thy servant to thy mercy, ^Tis 
A glorious triumph still ; proud Babylon^s 
No more ; the Harlot of the Seven Hills 
Hath changed her scarlet raiment for sackcloth 
And ashes ! 

\Tke Lutheran dies. 

Qbs, Yes, thine own amidst the rest. 

Well done, old Babel I 

[The Guards defend theimelves desperately^ while the Pimtif! 
escapes^ by a private passage^ to the Vatican and the Castle 
of St. Angelo. 

C(BS. Ila ! right nobly battled I 

Now, priest ! now, soldier ! tlie two great professions. 

Together by the ears and hearts ! I have not 
Seen a more comic pantomime since Titus 
Took Jewry. But the Eomans had the best then ; 

Now they must take their turn. 

Soldiers. He hath escaped ! 

Follow I 

Another Sold. They have barr’d the narrow passage up, 

And it is clogged with dead even to the door. 

Cas. I am glad he hath escaped : he may thank me forT 
In part. I would not have his bulls abolish'd — 

'Twere worth one half our empire : his indulgences 
Demand some in return ; — no, no, he must not 
Pall ; — and besides, his now escape may furnish 
A future miracle, in future proof 
Of his infallibility. 

[To the Spanish ScldUryt 

Well, cut-throats ! 

What do you pause for ? If you make not haste. 

There will not be a link of pious gold left. 

And youy too, catholics 1 Would ye return 
Prom such a pilgrimage without a relic ? 

The very Lutherans have more true devotion : 

See how they strip the shrines ! 

Soldiers. By holy Peter ! 
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He speaks the trutli ; the heretics will bear 
The best away. 

Cm. And that were shame ! Go to ! 

Assist in their conversion. 

[Tfie Soldiers disperse ; many quit the Chwrehi others ertter. 

Cas. They are gone, 

And others come : so flop's the wave on wave 
Of wliat these creatures call eternity, 

Deeming themselves the breakers of the ocean, 

While they are but its bubbles, ignorant 
That foam is their foundation. So another ! 


Etder Olimpia, ^yiny fi om the pursuit — She springs upon the A Jtar. 

Sold. She's miiui ! 

Anoilter Sold, [ppposiutj the former'). You he, I track'd her 
first : and were slie 
The Po])e's niece, I'll not yield her. 

\Th£]jjuj}d. 

Sold, [admnchig towards Olbifja). You may settle 
Your claims ; I'll make mine good. 

Oltmji. Infernal slave ! 

You touch me not alive. 

Zd. Sold. Alive or dead ! 

Olimp. {emlracing a massive crucifix). Kespect your God ! 

^d. Sold. Yes, when he shines in gold. 

Girl, you but grasp your dowry. 

[ils he advances j Olimpia, with a strong and sudden effoi't^ casts 
domi the crucifix . , i/ strikes the Soldiery who falls. 

Sold. Oh, great God ! 

Olimp. All I now you recognise him. 

Zd. Sold. My brain's crush'd ! 

Comrades, help, ho ! All's darkness ! 

[Bf dies. 

OiAer Soldiers {copiwff ?/p). Shy her, ahliough she hnd a 
thousand lives : 

She hath kiWd our comrade. 

Olimp. Welcome such a death I 

You We wo hfe to ^^vc, which the worst slave 
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Would take. Greats God ! through thy redeeming Son, 
And thy Son's Mother, now receive ‘me as 
I would approach thee, worthy her, and him, and thee ! 


Enttr Aknold. 


Am, What do I see ? Accursed jackals ! 

Forbear ! 

C(B8, [aside and laughing). Ila ! ha! here's equity! The 
dogs 

Have as much right as he. But to the issue ! 

Soldiers. Count, slie hatli slam our comrade. 

Arn. With what weapon ? 

Sold. The cross, beneath which lie is crush'd ; behold him 
Lie there, more like a worm tlian man ; she cast it 
Upon his head. 

Arn. Even so ; there is a woman 

Worthy a brave man's liking. Were ye such, 

Ye would have honour'd her. But get ye hence, 

And thank your meanness, other God you have none, 

For your existence. Had you touch'd a hair 
Of those dishevell'd locks, I would have thmn'd 
Your ranks more than tlie enemy. Away I 
Ye jackals ! gnaw the bones the lion leaves, 

But not even these till he permits. 

A Sold, (murmuring). The lion 

Might conquer for himself then. 

Aryt. [cuts him down). Mutineer! 

llebel in hell — ^you shall obey on earth ! 

\The Soldiers assault Areolix 

Arn. Come on I I'm glad on't 1 I will show you, slaves, 
How you should be commanded, and who led you 
First o'er the wall you were so shy to scale. 

Until I waved my banners from its height. 

As you are bold within it. 

[Arnold mows down the /orcmo«t ; t/ie rest throw down their ormi, 
Soldiers. \ mercy \ 

Arn. Then learn to grant it. Have I taught you who 

Led you o'er Home's eternal battlements ? 
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Soldiers. W e saw it, and we know it ; y^t forgive 
A. moment’s error in the heat of conquest — 

The conquest which you led to. 

Arn. Get you lienee ! 

Hence to your quarters 1 you will find them fix’d 
In the Colonna palace. 

Olimp. [aside). In my father’s 

House ! 

Arn. [to the Soldiers). Leave your arms; ye have no further 
need 

Of such : the city's render’d. And mark wt'll 
You keep your hands clean, or I’ll find out a stream 
As red as Tiber now runs, for your baptism. 

Soldiers [deposm/j their arms and departing). A¥e obey I 
Arn. [to Otjmpia). Lady, you are safe. 

Olimp. I should be so. 

Had 1 a knife even ; but it matters not — 

Death hath a thousand gates ; and on the marble, 

Even at the altar foot, whence I look down 
Upon destruction, shall iny head be dash’d, 

Ere thou ascend it. God forgive thee, man ! 

Arn. I w'lsh to merit his forgiveness, and 
Thine own, although I have not injured thee. 

Olimp. No ! Thou hast oidy sack’d my native land, — 

No injury ! — and made my father’s house 
A den of thieves ! No injury I — this temple — 

Slippery vvith Roman and witli holy gore ! 

No injury ! And now thou wouldst preserve me, 

To be but that shall never be ! 

[She raises her eyes to UeaveUy folds hei rohe rowtd her, avd 
prepares to dash herself down on the side of the Altar 
opposite to that where Arnold stands. 

Arn. Hold ! hold ! 

I swear. 

Olimp. Spare thine already forfeit soul 
A perjury for which even hell would loathe thee. 

I know thee. 

Arn. No, thou know’st me not ; I am not 

Of these men, though 

I judge thee by thy mates ; 
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It is for God to judge thee as thou art. 

I see thee purple with the blood of Rome ; 

Take mine, His all thou eHr shalt have of me. 

And here, upon the marble of tin's temple. 

Where the baptismal font baptized me God’s, 

T offer him a blood less holy 

But not less pure (pure as it left me then, 

A redeem’d infant) than the holy water 
The saints have sanctified ! 

[Olimpia waves her hand to Arnold vnth disdainj and dashes 
herself on the pavement from the Altar. 

Am. Eternal God ! 

I feel thee now ! Help ! help ! she’s gone. 

Cas. {approaches^. I am here. 

Arn. Thou ! but oh, save her ! 

C(jes. [assisilng him to raise Olimpia). She hath done it well! 
The leap was serious. 

Arn, Oh ! she is lifeless ! 

Cnes, If 

Slie be so, 1 have nouglit to do with that : 

The resurrection is beyond me. 

Arn, Slave ! 

Cces. Ay, slave or master, ’lis all one : methinks 
Gootl words, however, are as well at times. 

Arn, Words ! — Canst thou aid her? 

C(cs, I will try. A sprinkling 

Of that same holy w^ater may be useful. 

[ZTc brings some in his helmet from the font^ 

Am, ’Tis mix’d with blood. 

C(BS, There is no cleaner now 

In Rome. 

Arn, How pale ! how beautiful ! how lifeless ! 

Alive or dead, thou essence of all beauty, 

I love but thee 1 

Cees, Even so Acliilles loved 

Penthesilea : with his form it seems 
You have his heart, and yet it w^as no soft one. 

Arn, She breathes I But no, ’twas nothing, or the last 
Paint flutter life disputes with death. 
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Cas, She breathes. 

Am, Thou say'st it? Then ^tis truth. 

Csbs, You do me right — 

The devil speaks truth much oftener than he^s deem’d : 

He hath an ignorant audience. 

Arn. {without attending to him). Yes! her heart beats, 

Alas I that the first beat of the only heart 
I ever wish’d to beat with mine should vibrate 
To an assassin’s pulse. 

Caes, A sage reflection, 

But somewhat late i’ the day. Where shall wc bear her ? 

I say she lives. 

Arn, And will she live ? 

C(£s, As much 

As dust can. 

Arn, Then she is dead ! 

Cois. Bah 1 bah I You are so. 

And do not know it. She will come to life — 

Such as you think so, such as you now are ; 

But must work by human means. 

Arn, We will 

Convey her unto the Coloniia palace. 

Where 1 have pitch’d my banner. 

Cccs, Come then ! raise her iij) ! 

Arn, Softly ! 

Cces, As softly as they bear the dead, 

Perhaps because they cannot feel the jolting. 

Aril, l^ut doth she live indeed ? 

Cces, Nay, never fear 1 

But, if you rue it after, blame not me. 

Ar7i, Let her but live I 

Cm, The spirit of her life 

Is yet wuthin her breast^ and may revi\ c. 

Count! count! I am your servant in aU things, 

And this is a new office : — ’tis not oft 
I am employ’d in such ; but you perceive 
How stanch a friend is what you call a fiend. 

On earth you have often only fiends for friends ^ 

Now / desert not mine. Soft I bear her henco, 

The beautiful half-clay, and nearly spirit I 
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1 am almost enamour'd of her^ as 
Of old the angels of her earliest sex. 

Am. Thoul 

Cat. 1 1 But fear not. I’ll not be your rival. 

Am. Rival! 

Cat. I could be one right formidable j 

But since I slew the seven husbands of 
Tobias’ future bride (and after all 
Was smoked out by some incense)/ 1 have laid 
Aside intrigue : ’tis rarely worth the trouble 
Of gaining, or— wliat is more difficult— 

Getting rid of your prize again ; for there’s 
The rub I at least to mortals. 

Arn. Prithee, peace 1 

Softly I raethinks her lips move, her eyes open I 

Cat. Like stars, no doubt ; for that’s a metaphor 
For Lucifer and Venus. 

Arn. To the palace 

Colomia, as I told you I 

Cat. Oh I I know 

My way through Rome. 

An. Now onward, onward ! Gently I 

[Excuntj bearing Olimpia. The Kene closer. 


® [It is related in the book of Tobit that Asmodeus, being in love with the daughter 
of Kagnel, slew htr seven successive husbands on the day of their marriage. Her 
eighth husband, Tobias, at the suggestion oi llie angel Kapliael, made a smoke by 
burning ihe lieart and hver of a fish, the smell of which drove the evil spirit to the 
utmost parts of Egypt] 
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PAET III. 


ScKNE I . — A Castle in the Apennines, surrounded by a wild hut smiling Country, 
Chorus of Peasants singing before the Gates. 

Chorus. 


The wars are over. 

The spring is come ; 

The bride and her lover 
Have sought their home : 

They are happy, we rejoice ; 

Let their hearts have an echo in every voice 


II. 

The spring' is come; the violates gone, 

The first-born child of tlie early sun : 

With us she is but a winter^s flower. 

The snow on tlic lulls cannot blast her bower. 
And she lifts up Iut dewy eye of blue 
To the youngest sky of the self-same hue. 

III. 

And when tlie spring comes with her host 
Of flowers, that flower beloved the most 
Shrinks from the crowd that may confuse 
Her heavenly odour and virgin hues. 


IV. 

Pluck the others, but still remember 
TV\ra WtWLd out of dim December — 

The moniiug star of all file Gowers, 

The pledge of daylight's lengthen'd hours ; 
Nor, m’dst the roses, e'er forget 
Tlie virgin, virgin violet. 
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. Enter Cjssar. 

Cas, {singing). The wars are all over. 

Our swords are all idle. 

The steed bites the bridle. 

The casque's on the wall. 

There's rest for the rover ; 

But his armour is rusty, 

And the veteran grows crusty. 

As he yawns in the hall. 

He drinks — but what's drinking ? 

A mere pause from thinking I 
No bugle awakes him with lile-aiid-death call. 


Chorus. 

But the hound baycth loudly, 

The boar’s m the wood, 

And the falcon longs proudly 
To spring from her hood : 

On the wrist of the noble 
She sits like a crest. 

And the air is in trouble 
Witli birds from their nest. 

Cm, Oh ! shadow of glory ! 

Dim image of war ! 

But the chase hath no story. 

Her hero no star, 

Since Nimrod, the founder 
Of empire and chase. 

Who made the woods wonder 
And quake for their race. 

When the lion was young, 

In the pride of his might. 

Then 'twas sport for the strong 
To embrace him iu hgiit ; 

To go forth, with a pine 

Bor a spear, 'gainst the mammoth. 
Or strike through the ravine 
At the foaming behemoth ; 


VOL. V. 


K 
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Wliile Jiiaii was in staliire 
As towers in our time. 

The first born of Nalnre, 

And, like her, sublime ! 

Chorus. 

But tlie wars are over, 

^J'he spring is come; 

^riie bride and iior lover 
Have sought their home: 

They are liapjiv, and wv. rejoice; 

Let their hearts have an echo from every voice ! 

the rea.^(ni(rj/, aitHjinff. 
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PREFACE. 


Tupj following drama is taken entirely from tlie '^German's Tale, 
Krnitziicr/^ published many years ago in '^Lee^s Canterbury Tales/' 
written (I believe) by two sisters, of wlioin one furnished only this 
story and another, both of which are considered superior to the 
remainder of the collection.* I have adopted the characters, plan, 
and even the language of many parts of this story. Some of the 
characters are modified or altered, a few of the names changed, and 
one character (Ida of Siralenlieiin) added by myself : but in the rest 
the original is chiefly followed. When I was young (about fourteen, 
I think,) I tirst read this tale, which made a deep impression upon 
me ; and may, indeed, be said to contain the germ of much that I 
ha»re since written. I am not sure that it ever was very popular ; 
or, at any rate, its popularity has since been eclipsed by that of 
other great writers in the same department. But I have generally 
found that those who hail read it, agreed with me in their estimate 
of the singular power of mind and conception which it developes. 
I should also add coiiceptiony rather than execution; for the story 
might, perhaps, have been developed with greater advantage. 
Amongst those wdiose ojiinions agreed with mine upon this story, 
I could mention some very high names : but it is not necessary, nor 
indeed of any use; for every one must judge according to his own 
feelings. I merely rijfer the reader to the original story, that he 
may see to wdiat extent I have borrow^ed from it; and am not 

* [This is not correct. “The Young Lady’s Tale, or the Two Emilya,” and “The 
Clergyman’s Tale, or rombioke,” were coiitiibuted by Sopliia Lee. The “German’s 
Tale,” and all the otlieis in the Canterbury Collection, were written by Harriet, the 
younger of the sistcis.J 
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unwilling that he should find much greater pleasure in perusing it 
than the drama which is founded upon its contents. 

I had begun a drama upon this tale so far back as 1815, (the first 
I ever attempted, except one at thirteen years old, called Ulric and 
Ilvina,” which I had sense enough to burn,) and had nearly com- 
pleted an act, when I was interrupted by circumstances. This is 
somewhere amongst my papers in England ; but as it has not been 
found, I have re-written the first, and added the subsequent acts. 

The whole is neither intended, nor in any shape adapted, for the 
stage. 

PiflA, February f 1822, 



INTRODUCTION TO WERNER. 


‘‘Werner” was begun at Pina, December the 18th, 1821, completed January the 
20th, 1822, and published the November after. At the period when Lord Byion was 
engaged upon “The Deformed Transformed,” he is described by Mrs. Shelley as 
having a groat horror of its being said that he plagiarised, or wrote with diflBculty. 
This dread of the imputation of plagiarism could only apply to unavowed obligations, 
for it was in the same year that “Werner” was commenced, which is little more than 
Miss Leo’s tale — “ Kruitzner” — done into blank verse. “ There is not one Incident 
in his play,” said an able critic in Blackwood’s Magfiziue, “ not even the most trivial, 
that is not to be found in Miss Lee’s novel, occuning exactly in the same manner, 
brought about by exactly the same agents, and producing exactly the same effects on 
the plot. And then as to the characters, — ^not only is every one of them to be found 
ill ‘ Kruitzner,’ but every one is to be found there more fully and pow^erfully de- 
veloped.” The fine thought of Miss Lee, of making the arguments by which a father 
defends a theft conduct a son to murder, has not been worked out skilfully in the 
tragedy. The money is abstracted by Werner under circumstances which really 
palliate the crime, and Ulric comes to him a ready-made villain, and ow'cs none of his 
iniquity to his father’s sophistries. The noble bearing, too, of the son at the outset 
is inconsistent with the character of a blood-thirsty brigand ; and Grabor, wlio has the 
sta^np at star ting of being gallant and generous, degenerates into a pitiful spy, w^bo 
seeks to make a gain of guilty secrets. Idenstein is a caricature of unprincipled 
»bsequiousncss ; and Ida, who has no counterpart in Miss Lee’s “Kruitzner,” is an 
insipid, love-sick girl of fifteen. There is some smart dialogue in the drama ; but, as 
Campbell said, “there is absolutely no yjoc/ry.” It is not, therefore, sin pi i*- mg that 
tlie reviewers, without exception, should have spoken of it unfavourably. Werner 
himself is the redeeming feature of the play, for Ids pride in iioverty, and his sensi- 
tiveness in guilt, are vigorously sustained. Lord Byion’s own opinion was that the 
tragedy was “ good,” though he said he had “no exorbitant expectation of either 
fiime or profit, ” fivm it. He was sorry when Moore thought “it even apin-oachimj 
to fitness for the stage,” which was always his abhorrence. It ha.s, how'ever, been 
represented with fair success since his death — with more, at least, thau w^as sufheieut 
to 1 rove how easily he might have added this additional feather to his plume. If 
“Werner” contributed nothing to the reputation of Lord Byron, it w^as immensely 
serviceable to the fame of Miss Lee, who had been pievionJy little known, and it 
sho«vs the unequal fate which occasionally attends upon literary effoits, that the 
original should owe the larger part of its celebrity to an inferior copy. 
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WERNER. 


ACT I. 


SoKyK I — The Hall of a deeaijed Palace 'near a small Town nt the Northern 
Frontier of Sdema — the Night (einpcistnous 

Wkbnkr and Josi puink, his Wife. 

Jos, My love, be calmer ^ 

Jf 'er. T am calm. 

Jos, lb me — - 

Y('s, but not to thyseli : tr^y pace is liurried. 

And no one walks a cliamber like to ours 
With steps like tlnnc when his heart is at rest. 

Were it a garden, I should deem tlioc happy, 

And stepping witli tlie bee from flower to flower ; 

But here! 

fFer, 'd’ls eliill ; the tapestry lets tiirough 
The wind to wliicli it waves : my blood is frozen. 

Jos, Ah, no ! 

IFer, {smilitiff). Why! w'ouldst thou have it so? 

Jos, 1 Mould 

Have it a healthful current, 

!Fer. Let it flow' 

Until Tis spilt or checkM — how soon, 1 care not. 

Jos. And am I nothing in th} liearl ? 

Wer. ^ All-all. 
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Jos, Then canst thou wish for that which must break mine ? 

Wer, {approaching her slowly). But for thee I had been — no 
matter w^hat, 

But mucli of good and evil ; what I am. 

Thou knowest ; what I might or should have been, 

TJiou knowest not : but still I love thee, nor 
Shall aught divide us. 

[Werner walks on abruptly, and then approaches JusuPUfNE. 

The storm of the night. 

Perhaps affects me ; I'm a thing of feelings. 

And have of late been sickly, as, alas ! 

Thou know'st by suilerings more than mine, my love ! 

In watching me. 

Jos, To see thee well is much — 

To see thee happy 

Wet, "Where hast thou seen such ? 

Let me be wretched with the rest ! 

Jos, But lliink 

How many in this hour of tem])est slnvcr 
Beneatli tlie biting wind and heavy rain. 

Whose every drop bows them down nearer earth, 

Which hath no chamber for tliem save beneatli 
Her surface. 

Wer, And that's not the worst : who cares 

For chambers ? rest is all. The wretches whom 
Thou namest — ay, the wind howls round tliem, and 
The dull and dropping rain saps in their bones 
Tlie creeping marrow. I have been a soldier, 

A hunter, and a traveller, and am 
A beggar^ and should know the tiling thou talk'st ol‘. 

Jos, And art thou not now shelter'd from them all ? 

Wer, Yes. And from these alone. 

Jos, And that is something. 

Wer, True — to a peasant. 

Jos, Should the nobly born 

Be thankless for that refuge whicli their habits 
Of early delicacy render more 
Needful than to the peasant, wdien the ebb 
Of fgrtunc leaves them on the shoals of life ? 
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Wer. It is not that, thou know’st it is not : we 
Have borne all this, Til not say patiently, 

Except in thee — but we have borne it. 

eTos. Well ? 

JFer. Something beyond our outward sufleriiigs (though 
Tliese were enough to gnaw into our souls) 

Hath stung me oft, and, more than ever, ')ww. 

When, but for this untoward sickness, which 
Seized me upon tlvis desolate frontier, and 
Hath wasted, not alone my strengtli, but means. 

And leaves us — no ! this is beyond me !‘ — but 
Eor this I had been hapjiy — fJion been happy — 

The splendour of my rank siistaiiiM — my name — 

]\ly father's name — been still upheld; and, more 
Than those 

Jos, [oLnfpfh/.) My son — our son — our Ulric, 

Been clasp'd again in these long-einjity arms. 

And all a mother's liunger satisfied. 

Twelve years ! he was but eiglit then : — beautiful 
He was, and beautiful he must be now, 

My Ulric ! my adored ! 

fFer. I liave been full oft 

The chase of Eortune ; now she hath o'ertaken 
My spirit v^here it cannot turn at bay, — 

8ick, poor, and lonely. 

Jos, Lonely ! my dear husband ? 

JFej\ Or wmrse — involving all I love, in this 


* [This is, indeed, beyond ua. If this be poetry, then vc were wiong in taking bis 
liCtidsliip's pieface for piose. It will run on ten feet as well as the icst — 

‘ ‘ Some of the -characters arc modified 
Oi altered, a few of the names changed, and 
One cliaractcr ^Ida of Stralenheim) 

Added by myself ; but in the rest the 
Original is cliicfif^ followed. When 
I was young (about fourteen, I think,) I 
First read tliis tale, which made a deep impression 
Upon me. ” — 

Nor is there a line in these so lame and halting, but we could point out many in the 
drama as bad. — Campbell. 

In this play, Lord Byron adopts the same nerveless and pointless kind of blank 
vei-se, which wqs a sorrow to every body in bis foimer dramatic essays. There is no 
ease, no flow, no harmony, “in linked sweetness long drawn out neither is there 
any, thing of abiupt fiery vigour to compensate for these defects. — Blackwood.] 
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Far worse than solitude. ^Ilone, I liad died, 

And all been over in a nameless grave. 

Jos. And I had not outlived thee ; but pray take 
Comfort 1 We have struggled long; and they who strive 
With Fortune win or weary her at last, 

So that they find the goal or cease to feel 
Further. Take comfort, — we shall find our boy, 

JFer. We were in sight of Inm, of every thing 
Whicli could bring compensation for past sorrow — 

And to be baffled thus ! 

Jos. We are not baffled. 

Wer. Are w e not penniless ? 

Jos. We ne^T were wealthy. 

Wer. Kut I w as born to wealth, and rank, and pow er ; 
EnjoyM them, loved them, and, alas ! abused them, 

And forfeited them by my fathcr^s wrath, 

In my o'er-ferveut youth : but for the abuse 
Long-sufferings have atoned. My father^s death 
Left the path open, yet not without snares. • 

This cold and creeping kinsman, who so long 
Kept Ills eye on me, as the snake upon 
The fluttering bird, hath ere this time outstept me, 
Lecome tlie master of my rights, and lord 
Of that which lifts him up to princes in 
Dominion and domain. 

Jos. Wlio knows ? our son 

May have return'd back to his grandsire, and 
Even now uphold thy rights for thee ? 

Wer. "I’ls 1k)])(*1(‘ss. 

Since his strange disapjiearance from my father's, 
Entailing, as it were, my sins upon 
Himself, no tidings liavc reveal'd Ins course. 

I parted w ith him to his grandsire, on 
The promise that his anger would stop short 
Of the third generation ; but Heaven seems 
To claim her stern prerogative, and visit 
Upon my boy liis father's faults and follies. 

Jos. I must hope better still,— at least w'e have yet 
Baffled the long pursuit of Stralenheim. 

Wer. We should have done, but foi this fatal sickness; 
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More fatal tliaii a mortal malady, 

Because it takes not life, but life's sole solace ; 

Even now I feel iny spirit girt about 
By the snares of this avaricious fiend ; — 

How do I know he halli not track'd us here? 

Jos. lie does not know thy person; and Ins spies, 

Wlio so long watch'd thee, have been left at Hamburgh. 

Our unexpected journey, and this change 
Of name, leaves all discovery far behind : 

None hold us here for aught save wliat we seem. 

Wer. Save what we seem ! save what mc ate — Mck beggars, 
Even to our very hopes. — Ha ! lia I 

Jos. Alas ! 

That bitter laugh ! 

Wer. Who would read in tins form 

The high soul of the .son of a long tine? 
jr/io, in this garb, the heir of ])rjnceiy iniids ^ 

Who, in this sunken, sickly eye, the ])ride 
Of rank and ancestry ? In tins worn check 
And famine-hollow'd brow, the lord of halls 
Which daily feast a thousand vassals ? 

Jos. You 

Ponder'd not thus upon these worldly things. 

My AVerner ! when you deign'd to choose for bride 
Tlie foreign daughter of a wandering exile. 

Wer. An exile's daughter with an outcast son. 

Were a fit marriage ; but I still had liopes 
To lift thee to the state wc both were born for. 

Your father's house was noble, though decay'd ; 

And wmrthy by its birth to match with ours. 

Jos. Your father did not think so, though 'twas noble; 

But had my birth been all my claim to match 
With thee, I should have deem'd it wdiat it is. 

Wer. And wdiat is that in thine eyes ? 

Jos. All which it 

Has done in our behalf, — nothing. 

Wer. How, — nothing? 

Jos. Or worse ; for it has been a canker in 
Thy heart from the beginning : but for this. 

We had not felt our poverty but as 



144 


WERNER. 


[act t. 


Millions of myriads feel it, cheerfully ; 

But for these phantoms of tliy feudal fathers, 

riiou mightst have earned thy bread, as thousands earn it ; 

Or, if that seem too humble, tried by commerce. 

Or other civic means, to amend tliy fortunes. 

Wer, (ironically). And been an Hanseatic burgher? Excellent! 
Jos. Whatever tliou mightst have been, to me thou art 
What no state high or low can ever change, 

My hearths first choice ; — which chose thee, knowing neitlier 
Thy birth, thy hopes, tliy pride; nought, save thy sorrows : 

While they last, let me comfort or divide them : 

When they end, let mine end with them, or thee I * 

JFer. My better angel I Such I have ever found thee ; 

This rashness, or this weakness of my temper. 

Ne'er raised a thought to injure thee or thine. 

Thou didst not mar my fortunes : my own nature 
In youth was such as to unmake an empire. 

Had such been my inheritance ; but now. 

Chasten'd, subdued, out-worn, and taught to know 
Myself, — to lose tins for our son and thee ! 

Trust me, when, in my two-and-twentieth spring. 

My father barr'd me from my father's house. 

The last sole scion of a thousand sires 
(For I was then the last), it hurt me less 
Than to behold my boy and my boy's mother 
Excluded in their innocence from what 
My faults deserved — exclusion ; although then 
My passions were all living serpents, and 
Twined like the Gorgon's round me. 

[A loud JcnocJciny is heard. 

Jos. Hark ! 

Wer. A knocking ! 

Jos. Who can it be at this lone hour? We have 
Few visitors. 

Wer. And poverty hath none, 

® [Werner’s wife, Josephine, with the exception of Ida, the only female in the 
drama, is an example of true and spotless virtue. She not only weU maintains tlie 
character of her sex by general integrity, but equally displays the endearing, soft, 
and unshaken affection of a wife ; cherishing and comforting a suffering husband 
throughout aU the adversities of his iate, and all the errors of his own conduct. — 
M. Rev.] 
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Save those who come to make it poorer still. 

Well, I am prepared. 

[Werner puts his hand into his bosoiUy as if to search for some 
weapon, 

Jos. Oh ! do not look so. I 

Will to the door. It cannot be of import 
In this lone spot of wintry desolation : — 

The very desert saves man from mankind. 

goes to the door. 


Enter Idenstein. 

Iden. A fair good evening to my fairer hostess 
And worthy What^s your name, my friend ? 

Wer. Are you 

Not afraid to demand it? 

Iden. Not afraid ? 

Egad! I am afraid. You look as if 
I ask’d for something better than your name, 

By the face you put on it. 

Wer. Better, sir I 

Iden. Better or worse, like matrimony : what 
Shall I say more ? You have been a guest this month 
Here in the prince’s palace — (to be sure, 

His highness had resign’d it to the ghosts 

And rats these twelve years — but ’tis still a palace) — 

I say you have been our lodger, and as yet 
We do not know your name. 

Wer. My name is Werner. 

Iden. A goodly name, a very worthy name. 

As e’er was gilt upon a trader’s board : 

I have a cousin in the lazaretto 
Of Hamburgh, who has got a wife who bore 
The same. He is an officer of trust. 

Surgeon’s assistant (hoping to be surgeon). 

And has done miracles i’ the way of business. 

Perhaps you are related to my relative ? 

Wer. To yours ? 

Jos. Oh, yes ; we are, but distantly, 

{Aside to Werner.) Cannot you humour the dull gossip till 
We learn his purpose ? 

VOL, V. Ii 
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Iden^ Well, Tai glad of that j 

I thought so all along, such iiatural yearnings 
Play'd round my heart: — blood is not water, cousin; 

And so let's have some wine, and drink unto 
Our better acquaintance : relatives should be 
Friends. 

Wer, You appear to liave drank enough already; 

And if you have not, Pve no wine to offer, 

Else it were yours : but this you know, or should know . 

You see I am poor, and sick, and will not see 
Tliat I would be alone ; but to your business ! 

What brings you here ? 

Iden. Why, wiiat should bring me hero ? 

Wer. I know' not, though 1 think that I could guess 
That wliich will send you hence. 

Jos. [aside). Patience, dear Werner! 

Iden. You don't know what has happen'd, then ? 

Jos, How should we r 

Iden. The river has o'crflow'd. 

Jos. Alas ! w'e have known 

That to our sorrow for these five days ; since 
It keeps us here. 

Iden. But wiiat you don't know is. 

That a great personage, who fain w'ould cross 
Against the stream and three postilions' wishes, 

Is drown'd below the ford, with five post-horses, 

A monkey, and a mastiff, and a valet. 

Jos. Poor creatures I are you sure? 

Iden. Yes, of the monkey, 

And the valet, and the cattle ; but as yet 
We know not if his excellency’s dead 
Or no ; you noblemen are hard to drown. 

As it is fit that men in office should be ; 

But what is certain is, that he has swallow'd 
Enough of the Oder to have burst two peasants ; 

And now a Saxon and llungarian travelkr, 

Who, at their proper peril, snatch'd him from 
The whirling river, have sent on to crave 
A lodging, or a grave, according as 
It may furn out with the live or dead body. 
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Jos, And where will you receive him ? here, I liope, 

If we can be of service — say the word. 

Iden. Here ? no ; but in the princess own apartment. 

As fits a noble guest : — His damp, no doubt. 

Not having bpen inhabited these twelve years ; 

But then he comes from a much damper place. 

So scarcely will catch cold iiiH, if he be 

Still liable to cold — and if not, why 

HeHl be worse lodged to-morrow : nevertheless, 

I have order'd fire and all appliances 
To be got ready for the worst — that is, 

In case he should survive. 

Jos, Poor gentleman, 

I hope he will, with all my heart. 

Wer. intendant. 

Have you not leaniM his name? {Aside to his ivife,) ^ly Joseplune, 
lletire : Pll sift this fool. 

\_EjClt JOREPIIINR, 

Lien. Ills name ? oh Lord ! 

Who knows if he hath now a name or no ? 

^Tis time enough to ask it when he's able 
To give an answer ; or if not, to put 
His heir's upon his epitaph. Methought 
Just now you chid me for demanding names? 

Wer. True, true, 1 did so : you say well and wisely. 


Enter (tabor 

Gah. if 1 intrude, 1 crave 

Iden. Oh, no intrusion ! 

This is the palace ; this a stranger like 
Yourself; I pray you make yourself at home : 

But where's his excellency ? and how fares he ? 

Gab. Wetly and wearily, but out of peril : 

He paused to change his garments in a cottage, 

(Where I dofi‘'d mine for these, and came on hither) 

And has almost recover'd from his drenching. 

He will be here anon. 

Iden. What ho, there ! bustle ! 

Without there, Herman, Weilburg, Peter, Conrad ! 

[(rives directions to different servant ‘ enter. 
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A nobleman sleeps here to-night — see that 
All is in order in the damask chamber — 

Keep up the stove — I will myself to the cellar - 
And Madame Idenstein (my consort, stranger,) 

Sliall furnish forth the bed-apparel 3 for. 

To say the truth, they are marvellous scant of tliis 
Within the palace precincts, since his highness 
Left it some dozen years ago. And then 
His excellency will sup, doubtless ? 

Gab. Faith ! 

I cannot tell; but I should think the pillow 
Would please him better than the table, after 
His soaking in your river : but for fear 
Your viands should be thrown away, I mean 
To sup myself, and have a friend without 
Who will do honour to your good cheer wdth 
A traveller's appetite. 

Ide 7 i. But are you sure 

His excellency But his name : w'hat is it ? 

Gab. I do not know. 

Iden. And yet you saved his life. 

Gab. I helped my friend tc do so. 

Iden. Well, that's slrange, 

To save a man's life whom you do not know. 

Gab. Not so ; for there are some I know so well, 

I scarce should give myself the trouble. 

Iden. Pray, 

Good friend, and who may you be ? 

Gab. By my family, 

Hungarian. 

Iden. Which is call'd ? 

Gab. It matters little. 

Iden.. {aside). I think that all the world are grown anonymous, 
Since no one cares to tell me what he's call'd 1 
Pray, has his excellency a large suite? 

Gab. Sufficient. 

Iden. How many ? 

Gab. I did not count them. 

We came up by mere accident, and just 
In time to drag him through his carriage window. 
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Iden, Well, what would I give to save a great man ! 

No doubt you'll have a swingeing sum as recompense. 

Gah. Perhaps. 

Iden. ' Now, how much do you reckon on ? 

Gab, I have not yet put up myself to sale : 

In the mean time, my best reward would be 
A glass of your Hockcheiiner — a green glass. 

Wreath'd with rich grapes and Bacchanal devices, 

O'erflowing witli the oldest of your vintage : 

For which I promise you, in case you e'er 
Euii hazard of being drown’d, (altliough I own 
It seems, of all deaths, the least likely for you,) 

I'll pull you out for nothing. Quick, my friend. 

And think, for every bumper I shall quail', 

A wave the less may roll above your head. 

Iden, [aside), I don't much like this fellow — close and dry 
He seems, — two tlniigs which suit me not; however. 

Wine he shall have; if that unlocks him not, 

I shall not sleep to-night for curiosity. 

{Exit Idenstbin. 

Gab, [to Werner). This master of the ceremonies is 
The intendant of the palace, I presume : 

'Tis a fine building, but decay'd. 

Wer, The apartment 

Pcsign'd for him you rescued will be found 
In fitter order for a sickly guest. 

Gab, I wonder then you occupied it not. 

For you seem delicate in health. 

JFer, [qidckly). Sir ! 

Gab, Pray 

Excuse me : have I said aught to offend you? 

Wer, Nothing : but w^e are strangers to each other. 

Gab. And that's the reason I would have us less so : 

I tliought our bustling guest without had said 
You wxre a chance and passing guest, the counterpart 
Of me and my companions. 

Wer, ^ Very true. 

Gab. Then, as we never met before, and never. 

It may be, may again encounter, wdiy, 

I thought to cheer up this old dungeon here 
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(At least to me) by asking you to share 
The fare of my companions and myself. 

JFer. Pray, pardon me ; my healfli 

Gab, Even as you please. 

I have been a soldier, and perhaps am blunt 
In bearing. 

Wer, I have also served, and can 
Eequite a soldier^s greeting. 

Gab, In -what service? 

The Imperial ? 

JFer, [quiclclif, and then interrupting hinisetf'), I commanded — 
no — I mean 

I served ; but it is many years ago. 

When first Bohemia raised her banner ’gainst 
The Austrian. 

Gab, Well, tliat’s over now, and peace 

Has turn’d some thousand gallant, hearts adrift 
To live as they best may : and, to say truth. 

Some take the shortest. 

Wer, What is that ? 

Gab. What e’er 

They lay their hands on, All Silesia and 
Lusatia’s woods are tenanted by bands 
Of the late troops, who levy on the country 
Their mainteiiaiice : the Cliatelains must keep 
Their castle walls — beyond tluMii ’tis but doubtful 
Travel for your rich count or full-blown baron. 

My comfort is that, wander where I may, 

I’ve little left to lose now. 

JFer, And I — nothing. 

Gab, That’s harder still. You say you were a soldier. 

J¥er, 1 Avas. 

Gab. You look one still. All soldiers arc 

Or should be comrades, even though enemies. 

Our swords when drawn must cross, our engines aim 

(While leveird) at each other’s liearts ; but when 

A truce, a peace, or what you will, remits 

The steel into its scabbard, and lets sleep 

The spark which lights the matchlock, we are brethren. 

You are poor and sickly — I am not rich, but healthy; 
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I want for nothing winch 1 cannot want ; 

You seem devoid of this — wilt share it ? 

[Gabob puUs out hia 2»uii>c. 

Wer, Who 

'I old you I was a beggar ? 

Gab, You yourself, 

Jii saying you were a soldier during peace-time. 

Wer. [looking at him with suspicion). You know me not 

Gab, 1 know no man, not even 

Myself : how should I then know one I ne'er 
lieheld till half an hour since ? 

Wer. Sir, I thank you. 

Your offer's noble w^ere it to a friend. 

And not unkind as to an unknown stranger, 

Though scarcely prudent; but no lcss> 1 thank you 
1 am a beggar in all save his trade ; 

And when I beg of any one, it shall be 
Of him wdio was the llrst to offer what 
Few can obtain b}- asking. Pardon me. 

[ExU Werner. 

Gab, {solus). A goodly fellow by his looks, though worn 
As most good fellows are, by pain or pleasure. 

Which tear life out of us before our time ; 

I scarce know which most quickly : but he seems 
To have seen better d.ivs, as who has not 
Who has seen yesterd.iy ? — Put here approaches 
Our sage intendant, with the wine : however. 

For the cup's sake I'll bear the cupbearer. 


Enter Idenstein, 

Iden, 'Tishere! the supernaculum I twenty years 
Of age, if 'tis a day. 

Gab. Which epoch makes 

Young women and old wine; and ’tis great pity, 

Of two such excellent things, increase of years. 

Which still improves the one, should spoil the other. 

Fill full — Here's to our hostess ! — your fair wife ! 

\jraLes the (/lasa. 

Iden, Fair 1 — Well, 1 trust your taste in wine is equal 
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To that you show for beauty ; but I pledge you 
Nevertheless. 

Gah. Is not the lovely woman 

I met in the adjacent hall, wlio, with 
An air, and port, and eye, which would have better 
BeseemM this palace in its brightest days 
(Though in a garb adapted to its present 
Abandonment), returuM my salutation — 

Is not the same your spouse ? 

Idea, I would she were ! 

But you^re mistaken : — that^s the stranger's wife. 

Gah. And by her aspect slie might be a prince's \ 
Though time hath touch'd her too, she still retains 
Much beauty, and more majesty. 

Iden, And that 

Is more than I can say for Madame Idenstein, 

At least in beauty : as for majesty, 

She has some of its properties wlhch might 
Be spared — but never mind I 

Gab, I don't. But who 

May be this stranger ? He too hath a bearing 
Above liis outward fortunes. 

Iden, There I differ. 

He's poor as Job, and not so patient; but 
Who he may be, or what, or aught of him. 

Except his name (and that I only leani'd 
To-night), I know not. 

Gab, But how came he liere P 

Iden, In a most miserable old caleche. 

About a montli since, and immediately 

Fell sick, almost to death. He should have died. 

Gab, Tender and true ! — but why ? 

Iden, Why, what is life 

Without a living ? He has not a stiver. 

Gab, In that case, I much wonder that a petson 
Of your apparent prudence should admit 
Guests so forlorn into this noble mansion. 

Iden. That's true : but pity, as you know, does make 
One's heart commit these follies; and besides. 

They had some valuables left at that time. 
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Which paid their way up to the present hour ; 

And so I thought they might as well be lodged 
Here as at the small tavern, and I gave them 
The run of some of the oldest palace rooms. 

They served to air them, at the least as long 
As they could pay for firewood. 

Gab, Poor souls ! 

lAen, Ay, 

Exceeding poor. 

Gab, And yet unused to poverty. 

If I mistake not. Whitlicr were tliey going? 

Iden, Oh ! Heaven knows where, unless to heaven itself. 

Some days ago that loolcM the likeliest journey 
For Werner. 

Gab, Werner ! I liave heard the name. 

But it may be a feignM one. 

Iden, Like enougli I 

But hark I a noise of wheels and voices, and 
A blaze of torches from without. As sure 
As destiny, his excellency's come. 

I must be at my post ; will you not join me, 

To help him from his carriage, and present 
Your humble duty at tlie door? 

Gab, I dragg'd liim 

From out that carriage when he would have given 
His barony or county to repel 
llie rushing river from his gargling throat. 

He has valets now enough : they stood aloof then, 

Shaking their dripping ears upon the shore. 

All roaring ** Help ! " but offering none ; and as 
For duty (as you call it) — I did mine then, 

Now &o yours. Hence, and bow and cringe him here! 

Men, I cringe 1 — but I shall lose the opportunity — 

Plague take it I he'll be here, and I not there ! 

{Exit Idensteih lia&tHy, 

Re-enter Wernbr. 

Wer, (to himself Y I licard a noise of wheels and voices. How 
All sounds now jar me ! 


{Peredvimj Gabor. 
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Still here ! Is he not 
A spy of my pursuer's? IJis frank offer 
So suddenly, and to a stranger, wore 
The aspect of a secret enemy ; 

]^or friends are slow at such. 

Gab. Sir, you seem rapt 

And yet the time is not akin to thought. 

These old walls will be noisy soon. The baron, 
Or count (or whatsoe'er tliis half drown'd noble 
May be), for whom this desolate village and 
Its lone inhabitants show more respect 
Than did the elements, is come. 

Iden, {without). This way — 

Tins way, your excellency : — have a care, 

The staircase is a little gloomy, and 
Somewhat decay'd ; but if we had expected 
So high a guest — Pray take my arm, my lord ! 


Enter Sthaleniikim, Idekstein, and Attendanis — partly his owitj and paitly 
Retainers of the Domam of which Idenstein is ltd end ant. 


Stral, I'll rest here a moment. 

Iden. [to the servauU). Ho ! a chair ^ 

Instantly, knaves! 

[STiaLEMiEiM sits down. 

JFer. (aside). 'Tis he I 

Stral. I'm better now. 

Who are these strangers ? 

Iden. Please you, my good lord, 

One says he is no stranger. 

Wer. [aloud and JiastHf). Who says that ? 

[They look at him with sm'^irisc, 

Iden. Why, no one spoke of you^ or to you 
Here's one his excellency may be pleased 
To recognise. 

[Pointmy to Qabok. 

Gab. I seek, not to disturb 

His noble memory. 

SlrAl. I apprehend 
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This is one of the strangers lo M^hose aid 
T owe my rescue. Is not that the other ? 

[PoirUing to Wkrner. 

My state when I was succour'd must excuse 
My uncertainty to wliom I owe so much. 

Iden, He ! — no, my lord ! lie ratlier wants for rescue 
Than can afibrd it. 'Tis a poor sick man. 

Travel-tired, and lately risen from a bed 
From whence he never dream'd to rise. 

Stral. Methouglit 

That there were two. 

Gab. There were, in comjiany ; 

But, in the service render'd to your lordship, 

I needs must say but one, and lie is absent. 

The chief part of whatever aid was render'd 
AVas his: it was Ins fortune to be first. 

Mv will was not inferior, but his strength 
And }outh outstripp'd me ; therefore do not waste 
Your thanks on me. 1 was but a glad second 
Unto a nobler principal. 

Stral. AA^here is he ? 

An Alien. My lord, he tamed in the cottage w here 
Your excellency rested for an hour. 

And said he w'ould be here to -morrow’. 

Stral. Till 

That hour arrives, I can but olTer thanks. 

And then 

Gab. I seek no more, and scarce deserve 

So much. My comrade may speak for himself. 

Stral. {fixing his eges AVkunkr : then aside). It cannot 
be ! and yet he must be look'd to. 

'Tis tw’enty years since I beheld him with 

Tliese eyes ; and, though my agents still have kept 

Theirs on him, policy has held aloof 

My own from his, not to alarm him into 

Suspicion of my plan. AAHiy did I leave 

At Hamburgh those wlio would have made assurance 

If this be he or no ? 1 thought, ere now. 

To have been lord of Siegcmdorf, and parted 
In haste, though even (he elements appear 
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To fight against me, and this sudden flood 
May keep me prisoner here till 

[JETe pauses cund looks at Weener : th&fi vesumct. 
This man must 

Be watchM. If it is he, he is so clianged, 

His father, rising from his grave again. 

Would pass by him unknown. I must be wary : 

An error would spoil all. 

Iden. Your lordship seems 

Pensive. Will it not please you to pass on ? 

Stral. ^Tis past fatigue, which gives my weighM-down spint 
An outw^ard show of thought. I will to rest. 

Ide?i. The prince's chamber is prepared, with all 
The very furniture the prince used when 
Last here, in its full splendour. 

{Aside), Somewhat tatter’d, 

And devilish damp, but fine enough by torch-light ; 

And that’s enough for your right noble blood 
Of twenty quarteririgs upon a hatchment ; 

So let their bearer sleep ’neath something like one 
Now, as he one day will for ever lie. 

Stral, {rising and timiing to Gabor). Good night, good 
people! Sir, I trust to-morrow 
Will find me apter to requite your service. 

In the meantime I crave your company 
A moment in my chamber. 

Gab. I attend you. 

Stral, {after a few steps, pauses ^ and calls Werskh). Eriend 1 
Wer. Sir ! 

Iden. Sir! Lord — oh Lord ! Why don’t jou say 

His lordship, or his excellency ? Pray, 

My lord, excuse this poor man’s want of breeding ; 

He hath not been accustom’d to admission 
To such a presence. 

Stral. {to Idenstein). Peace, intendant! 

Iden. Oh I 

I am dumb. 

Stral. {to Werner). Have you been long here.P 
Ver. Long ? 
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BtraL I sought 

An answer, not an echo. 

Wer, You may seek 

Both from tlie walls. I am not used to answer 
Those whom I know not. 

Btral, Indeed ! Ne'er tlie less, 

You might reply with courtesy to what 
Is ask'd in kindness. 

Wer. When I know it such 

I will requite — that is, reply — in unison. 

Btral. The intendant said, you liad been detain'd by sickness — 
If I could aid you — journeying the same way ? 

Wer. {quieJely). I am not journeying the same way 1 

Btral. How know ye 

That, ere you know my route ? 

Wer. Because there is 

But one way that the rich and poor must tread 
Together. You diverged from that dread path 
Some hours ago, and I some days : henceforth 
Our roads must lie asunder, though they tend 
All to one home. 

Btral. Your language is above 

Your station. 

Wer. {bitterly'). Is it? 

Btral. Or, at least, beyond 

Your garb. 

Wer. 'Tis well that it is not beneath it, 

As sometimes happens to tlie better clad. 

But, in a word, wdiat w^ould you wuth me ? 

Btral. (startled). I? 

Wer. Yes — you ! You know me not, and question me, 

And wonder that I answer not — not knowing 
My inquisitor. Explain what you would have. 

And then I'll satisfy yourself, or me. 

Btral. I knew not that you had reasons for reserve. 

Wer. Many have such : — Have you none? 

Stral. None which can 

Interest a mere stranger. 

Wer. Tlien forgive 

The same unknown and humble stranger, if 
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He wishes to remain so to the man 
Who can have nought in common with him. 

StraL Sir, 

I will not balk your humour, though untoward : 

I only meant you service — but good niglit ! 

Intendant, show tlie way ! {To Gabor.) Sir, you will with me ? 

[EacewnJt Stralkniieim and Attendants j Idenstbin and Gaboiv 

JFer, {solus). ^Tis he ! I am taken in the toils. Before 
I quitted Hamburgh, Giuho, his late steward. 

Inform^ me, that he Iiad obtained an order 
From Brandenburg's elector, for tlie arrest 
Of Kruitzner (such the name I then bore) wlicn 
I came upon the frontier ; the free city 
Alone preserved my freedom — till I left 
Its walls — fool that I was to quit them ! But 
I deem'd this humble garb, and route obscure. 

Had baffled the slow^ hounds in their pursuit. 

What's to be done ? He knows me not by person,- 
Nor could aught, save the eye of apjirehension, 

Have recognised him, after twenty years. 

We met so rarely and so coldly in 

Our youth. But those about him ! Now I can 

Divine the frankness of the Hungarian, wdio 

No doubt is a mere tool and spy of Stralenhcim's. 

To sound and to secure me. Without means ! 

Sick, poor — begirt too with the flooding rivers, 

Impassable even to the ivcalthy, with 
All the appliances which purchase modes 
Of overpowering penis, with men's lives, — 

How can I hope ! An hour ago methought 
My state beyond despair ; and now, 'tis such, 

The past seems paradise. Another day, 

And I'm detected, — on the very eve 
Of honours, rights, and my inheritance, 

When a few drops of gold might save me still 
In favouring an escape. 

Enter Idensiein and Fritz in converatUion, 

Fritz. . Iramediatelv. 
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Iden. I tell you, 'tis impossible. 

Fritz* It must 

Be tried, however ; and if one express 
Fail, you must send on others, till the answer 
Arrives from Frankfort, from the commandant. 

Iden. I will do what I can. 

Fritz. And recollect 

To spare no trouble : you will be repaid 
Tenfold. 

Iden. The baron is retired to rest ? 

Fritz. He hath thrown himself into an easy chair 
Beside the fire, and slumbers ; and has orderM 
He may not be disturb'd until eleven, 

When he will take himself to bed. 

Iden. Before 

An hour is past I’ll do my best to serve Inm. 

Fritz. Bemember ! 

[Exit Eritt., 

Iden. Tlie devil take tlicsc great nu'ii ! llioy 

Tliink all things made for them. Now here must I 
Bouse up some half a dozen shivering vassals 
From their seant pallets, and, at peril of 
Their lives, despatch them o'er the river towards 
Frankfort. Methinks the baron's own experience 
Some hours ago might teach him fellow-feeling : 

But no, "it musty^ and there's an end. How now P 
Are you there, Mynheer Werner ? 

Wer. You have left 

Your noble guest right quickly. 

Iden. Yes — he's dozing. 

And seems to like tliat none should sleep besides. 

Here is a packet for the commandant 
Of Frankfort, at all risks and all expenses ; 

But I must not lose time : Good night ! 

[Exit Ipk^ 

Wer. "To Frankfort!" 

So, so, it thickens ! Ay, "the commandant." 

This tallies well with all the prior steps 
Of this cool, calculating fiend, who walks 
Between me and my father’s house. No doubt 



160 


WERNER. 


[ifSi I. 


He writes for a detachment to convey me 
Into some secret fortress. — Sooner than 
This ' 

[Werkeu look& aroimdf and snatches up a Jcnife lying on a tdbU 
in a recess. 

Now I am master of myself at least. 

Hark, — footsteps ! How do I know that Stralenheirn 
Will wait for even the show of that authority 
Whicli is to overshadow usurpation ? 

That he suspects me's certain. Tm alone ; 
lie with a numerous train. I weak ; he strong 
In gold, in numbers, rank, authority. 

I nameless, or involving in my name 
Destruction, till I reach my own domain ; 

He full-blown with his titles, which impose 
Still further on these obscure petty burgbcrs 
Than they could do elsewhere. Hark ! nearer still I 
111 to the secret passage, wdiich comrannicates 

With the No ! all is silent — 'twas my fancy ! — 

Still as the breathless interval between 
The flash and thunder : — I must hush my soul 
Amidst its perils. Yet I will retire. 

To see if still be unexplored the passage 
I wot of : it will serve me as a den 
Of secrecy for some hours, at the worst. 

[Webnek draws a panels and esdt, closing it after Jam. 


Enter Gabor and JosErniNE. 

Gab. Where is your husband ? 

Jos. Here, I thought : I left liiin 

Not long since in his chamber. But these rooms 
Have many outlets, and he may be gone 
To accompany the intendant. 

Gab. Baron Stralenheirn 

Put many questions to the intendant on 
The subject of your lord, and, to be plain, 

I have my doubts if he means well. 

Jos. Alas ! 

What can there be in common with the proud 
And wealthy baron, and the unknown Werner P 
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Qah. That you know best. 

Jos, Or, if it were so, how 

Come you to stir yourself in his behalf, 

Rather than that of him whose life you saved ? 

Gah, I helpM to save him, as in peril ; but 
I did not pledge myself to serve him in 
Oppression. I know well these nobles, and 
Tlieir thousand modes of trampling on the poor. 

I have proved them \ and iny spirit boils up when 
I find them practising against the weak : — 

This is my only motive. 

Jos» It would be 

Not easy to persuade my consort of 
Your good intentions. 

Gah, Is he so sus])icious ? 

Jos, lie was not once; but time and troubles have 
Made him what you beheld. 

Gah, Tin sorry for it. 

Suspicion is a heavy armour, and 

With its own weight impedes more than protects. 

Good night ! I trust to meet with him at day-break. 

[Exit Gabor. 

Re-enter Idenstein and some Peasants. Josephine retires up the Hall. 


Iden, M^hy, you wdll be well paid for \ 

And have riskM more than drowuiing for as much, 

I doubt not. 

Second Peasant, But our wives and families ? 

Iden, Cannot be worse oil* than they are, and may 
Be better. 

Third Peasant, I have neither, and w'lll venture. 

Iden, Tliat's right. A gallant carle, and fit to be 
A soldier. Bll promote you to the ranks 
In the prince's body-guard — if you succeed : 

And you shall have besides, in sparkling coin, 

Two thalers. 

Third Peasant, No more I 

Iden, Out upon your avarice I 

Can that low’ vice alloy so much ambition P 

VOL, V. 


If 
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I tell thee, fellow, that two thalers in 
Small change will subdivide into a treasure. 

Do not five hundred tliousand heroes daily 
Risk lives and souls for the tithe of one tlialer? 

When had you half the sum ? 

T/iird Feasa^if. Never— but ne^er 

The less I must have three. 

Lien, Have you forgot 

Whose vassal you were born, knave ? 

lliird PeasnnL No — the prince's. 

And not the stranger's. 

L(en. Sirrah ! in the pnnce/s 

Absence, I am sovereign j and the baron is 
My intimate connection; — “ Cousin Ideiistein ! 

(Quoth he) you'll order out a dozen villains.” 

And so, you villains ! trooji — march — march, 1 say; 

And if a single dog's ear of this packet 
Be sprinkled by the Oder — look to it! 

Bor every page of paper, shall a hide 
Of yours be stretch'd as i)arclimcnt on a drum, 

Like Ziska's skin, to beat alarm to all 
Refractory vassals, w ho can not eflect 
Impossibilities. — Away, ye earth-worms 1 

[Exit^ driiing them out, 

Jos. (coming forward). I fain w'ould shun these scenes, too oft 
repeated. 

Of feudal tyranny o'er petty victims ; 

I cannot aid, and will not witness such. 

Even here, in this remote, unnamed, dull spot, 

The dimmest in the district's map, exist 
The insolence of wealth in poverty 
O'er something poorer still— the pride of rank 
In servitude, o'er something still more servile; 

And vice in misery affecting still 
A tatter'd splendour. \\ hat a state of being! 

In Tuscany, my own dear sunny land. 

Our nobles were but citizens and merchants. 

Like Cosmo. We had evils, but not such 
As these ; and our all-ripe and gushing valleys 
Made, poverty more cheerful, where each herb 
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Was in itself a meal, and every vine 
Rain'd, as it were, the beverage which makes glad 
The heart of man ; and the ne'er unfelt sun 
(But rarely clouded, and wlien clouded, leaving 
His warmth behind in memory of his beams) 

Makes the worn mantle, and the thin robe, less 
Oppressive than an emperor’s jewell'd purple. 

But, here ! the despots of the north appear 
To imitate the ice-wind of their clime, 

Searcliing tlie shivering vassal through his rags. 

To wring his soul — as the bleak elements 

His form. And 'tis to be amongst these sovereigns 

My husband pants ! and such Ins pride of birth — 

That twenty years of usage, such as no 

Tather born in a humble state could nerve 

His soul to persccule a son withal. 

Hath changed no atom of his early nature ; 

But I, born nobly also, from my father's 
Kindness was taught a different lesson. Father ! 

May thy long-tried and now rewarded spirit 

Look down on us and our so long desired 

Line ! I love my son, as thou didst me I 

W liat's that ? Thou, Werner ! can it be ? and thus ? 


Enter Wbenbk hastil)/j with the hiife in his hand, hy the secret panel, which he 
closes hurriedly after him. 

Wer. {not at first o'ecog vising her). Discover'd! then I'll stab 
(recog V isi n g her ) . 

Ah 1 Josephine 

Wliy art thou not at rest ? 

Jos. What rest ? My God ! 

What doth this mean ? 

Wer. {showing a rouleau). Here's gold — gold, Josephine, 

Will rescue us from this detested dungeon. 

Jos. And how obtain'd ? — that kniie ! 

Wer. 'Tis bloodless — get. 

Away — we must to Our chamber. 

Jos. But whence comest thou ? 

Wer. Ask not ! but let us think where we shall go — 
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Tlus — this will make us way — {showing the gold) — I'll fit them 
now. 

Jos. 1 dare not think thee guilfcj of dishonour. 

Wer, Dishonour ! 

Jos. I have said it. 

Wer. Let us hence : 

'Tis the last night, I trust, that we need pass here. 

Jos. And not the worst, I hope. 

Wer. Hope ! I make sure. 

But let us to our chamber. 

Jos. Yet one question — 

WJiat hast tliou do^ie ? 

Wer. {^fiercely). Left one thing undone j which 

Had made all well : let me not think of it ! 

Away I 

Jos. Alas, that I should doubt of thee I 

\Ejx\inl. 


ACT II. 


Scene I. — A Hall in the same Palace. 

Enter Idenstein and Others. 

Iden. Fine doings ! goodly doings ! honest doings ! 

A baron pillaged in a prince's palace ! 

Where, till this hour, such a sin ne'er w'as heard of. 

Fritz. It hardly could, unless the rats despoil'd 
The mice of a few shreds of tapestry. 

Iden. Oh ! that I e'er should live to see this day I 
The honour of our city’s gone for ever. 

Fritz. Well, but now to discover the delinquent : 

The baron is determined not to lose 
This sum without a search. 

Iden. And so am I. 

Fritz. But whom do you suspect ? 

Iden. . Suspect I all people 

Without — within — above — ^below — Heaven help me \ 
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Tritz^ Is there no other entrance to the chamber ? 

Iden, None whatsoever. 

Fritz, Are yon sure of that? 

Iden, Certain, I have lived and served here since my birtli, 
And if there were such, must Imve heard of sucli, 

Or seen it. 

Fritz, Then it must be some one who 
Had access to the antechamber. 

Iden, Doubtless. 

Fritz, The man callM Werner* s poor ! 

Iden, Poor as a miser.’ 

But lodged so far oft', in the other wnig. 

By w’liicli there’s no coinmunication with 
The baron’s chamber, tliat it can’t be he. 

Besides, I bade him “good night” in the hall, 

Almost a mile off, and which only leads 
To his oivii apartment, about the same time 
"When this burglarious, larcenous felony 
Appears to have been committed. 

Fritz, There’s anotlier. 

The stranger 

Jde7i, The Hungarian ? 

Fritz, He who help’d 

To fish the baron from the Oder. 

Iden, Not 

Unlikely. But, hold — miglit it not have been 
One of the suite ? 

Fritz, How? 7/^6^, sir! 

Iden, No — not 

But some of the inferior knaves. You say 
The baron w'as asleep in the great chair — 

The velvet chair — m liis embroider’d iiight-goMii ; 

His toilet spread before him, and upon it * 

A cabinet with letters, papers, and 

Several rouleaux of gold ; of which one only 

Has disappear’d: — the door unbolted, viitU 

No difficult access to any. 


* [“ Your printer lias made an odd luistake — ‘ poor as a wottse’ instead of * poor ns 
a mi-ser.’ The expression may seem strange, but it ia only a transUtion of ‘ semyet 
avarus eget ” — Lord Byro7i to Mr. Murray.] 
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Fntz. Good sir. 

Be not so quick ; the honour of the corps 
Which forms the baron's household's unimpeach’d 
From steward to scullion, save in the fair way 
Of peculation ; such as in accornpt-s. 

Weights, measures, larder, cellar, buttery, 

W'here all men take their prey ; as also in 
Postage of letters, gatlicring of rents. 

Purveying feasts, and understanding w'ilh 
The honest trades wdio furnish noble masters ; 

But for your petty, picking, downright llnevery, 

W^e scorn it as we do board w ages. Then 
Had one of our folks done it, lie w'ould not 
Have been so poor a spirit as to liazard 
His neck for one rouleau, but have swoop'd all; 

Also the cabinet, if port able. 

Iden, There is some sense in that 

Fritz. No, sir, be sure 

Tw^as none of our corps ; but some petty, trivial 
Picker and stealer, without art or genius. 

Tlie only question is — Who else could have 
Access, save the Hungarian and yourself ? 

Iden. You don't mean me ? 

Fritz. No, sir ; 1 honour more 

Tour talents 

Iden. And my principles, I hope. 

Fritz. Of course. But to the point : What's to be done ? 

Iden. Nothing — but there's a good deal to be said. 

WVll offer a reward ; move heaven and earth. 

And the police (though there's none nearer tlian 
Frankfort) ; post notices in manuscript 
(For we've no printer) ; and set by my clerk 
To read them (for few can, save he and 1). 

We’ll send out villains to strip beggars, and 
Search empty pockets ; also, to arrest 
All gipsies, and ill-clothed and sallow^ people. 

Prisoners we'll have at least, if not the culprit ; 

And for the baron's gold — if 'tis not found. 

At least lie shall have the full satisfaction 
Of melting twice its substance in the raising 
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The ghost of this rouleau. Here's alchemy 
For your lord's losses ! 

Fritz. He hath found a better. 

Iden. Where ? 

Fritz. In a most immense inheritance. 

The late Count Siegendorf, his distant kinsman, 

Is dead near Prague, in Ins castle, and my lord 
Is on his way to take possession. 

Iden. Was there 

No heir ? 

Fritz. Oh, yes ; but he has disappear'd 
Long from the world's eye, and perhaps the world. 

A prodigal son, beneath hi.s father's ban 
For the last twenty years ; for whom his sire 
Itefused to kill the fatted calf; and, therefore. 

If living, he must chew tlie husks still. Put 
The baion would find means to silence him. 

Were he to re-a])pcar : he's politic. 

And has much intlucnce with a certain court, 
lie's fortunate. 

Fritz. 'Tis true, there is a grandson, 

Wl'om the laie count reclaim'd from his son's hands. 
And educaied as his heir; but then 
His birth is doubtful. 

Iden,. How so ^ 

Fritz. His sire made 

A left-hand, love, imprudent sort of marriage. 

With an Italian exile's dark-eyed daughter: 

Noble, they say, too ; but no match for such 
A house as 8iegendorf's. The grandsire ill 
Could brook the alliance ; and could ne'er be brought 
To see the parents, though he took the son. 

Iden. If he's a lad of mettle, he may yet 
Dispute your claim, and weave a web that may 
Puzzle your baron to unravel. 

Fntz. ^^^hy. 

For mettle, he has quite enough : they say, 

He forms a happy mixture of his sire 
And grandsire’s qualities, — imjictuous as 
Thedbrmcr, and deep as the latter ; but 



168 


WERNER. 


[aot 'll. 


The strangest is, that he too disappeared 
Some months ago. 

Iden, The devil he did ! 

Fritz, Why, yea : 

It must have been at his suggestion, at 

All hour so critical as was the eve 

Of tlie old maii^s death, whose heart was braken by it. 

Iden. Was there no cause assign'd? 

• Fritz. Plenty, no doubt. 

And none perhaps the true one. Some a v err'd 
It was to seek his parents ; some because 
The old man held liis spirit in so strictly 
(But that could scarce be, for lie doted on him) ; 

A third believed he wish'd to serve in wjw*. 

But peace being made soon afler liis departure. 

He might have since return'd, \^ere tliat the motive ; 

A fourtli set charitably have surmised, 

As there was something strange and mystic in him, 

That m the wild exuberance of his nature 

lie had join'd tlie black bands, wlio lay waste Lusatia, 

The mountains of Bohemia and Silesia, 

Since the last }ears of \iar had dwindled into 
A kind of general coiidottiero systcni 
Of bandit warfare ; each troop w’ltli its chief. 

And all against mankind. 

Iden. That cannot be. 

A young heir, bred to wealth and luxury. 

To risk his life and honours with disbanded 
Soldiers and desperadoes ! 

Fritz. Heaven best knows I 

But. there are human natures so allied 
Unto the savage love of enterprise. 

That they will seek for peril as a pleasure. 

I've heard that nothing can reclaim your Indian, 

Or tame the tiger, though their infancy 
Were fed on milk and honey. After all. 

Your Wallenstein, your Tilly and Gustavns, 

Your Balmier, and your Torstenson and Weimar, 

Were but the same thing upon a grand scale; 

And now that they are gone, and peace proclaim'd. 
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They who would follow the same pastime must 
Pursue it on their own account. Here comes 
The baron, and the Saxon stranger, who 
Was his chief aid in yesterday^s escape, 

But did not leave the cottage by the Oder 
Until this morning. 

Enter Stkalenhkim and Ulric. 

StraL Since you have refused 

All compensation, gentle stranger, save 
Inadequate thanks, you almost check even tliein. 
Making me feel the Wortlilessiicss of words. 

And blusli at my own barren gratittide. 

They seem so niggardly, compared with what 

Your courteous courage did in my belialf 

Ulr. I pray you press tlie theme no further. 

StraL • Hut 

Can I not serve you? You are young, and of 
That mould which throws out heroes; fair in favour 
Brave, I know, by my living now to say so ; 

And doubtlessly, with such a form and heart, 

Would look into the iiery eyes of war. 

As ardently for glory as you dared 
An obscure death to save an unknown stranger. 

In an as perilous, but opposite, element. 

You are made for the service : 1 have served ; 

Have rank by birth and soldiership, and friends. 
Who shall be yours. ^Tis true this pause of peace 
Favours such views at present scantily ; 

But Twill not last, meiiT spirits are too stirring ; 
And, after thirty years of conflict, peace 
Is but a petty war, as the times show us 
In every forest, or a mere armM truce. 

War will reclaim his own ; and, in the meantime, 
You might obtain a post, which would ensure 
A higher soon, and, by my influence, fail not 
To rise. I speak of Brandenburgh, wherein 
I stand well ^^ith the elector; in Bohemia, 

Like you, I am a stranger, and we are now 
Upon its frontier. 
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Vlr. You perceive ray garb 

Is Saxon, and of course ray service due 
To my own sovereign. If I must decline 
Your offer, His witli the same feeling which 
Induced it. 

Stral, Why, this is mere usury ! 

I owe ray life to you, and you refuse 
The acquittance of the interest of the debt. 

To heap moie obligations on me, till 
1 bow beneath them. 

Ulr, You shall say so when 

I claim the payment. 

Siral. Well, sir, since you will not — 

You are noblv born ? 

TJlr, I have heard my kinsmen say so. 

&tral. Your actions show it. Might 1 ask your name ? 

Vlr, Ulric. 

Sir ah Your house^s ? 

JJlr. AVhen Tin worthy of it, 

ni answer you. 

Stral. (aside). Most probably an Austri.m, 

Whom these unsettled times forbid to boast 
His lineage on these wild and dangerous frontiers, 

^^'Mierc the name of his country is abhorrM. 

[Alttiid to Fritz and Idenstein. 
So, sirs ! how nave ye sped m your researches ? 

Iden, Indifferent well, your excellency. 

Stral. Then 

I am to deem the plunderer is caught ? 

Iden. Humpli ! — not exactly. 

Stral. Or at least suspected ? 

Iden, Oh! for that matter, very much suspected. 

Stral. Who may he be ? 

Iden. Why, don^t you know, my lord ? 

Stral. How should I ? I was fast asleep. 

Iden. And so 

Was I, and that^s the cause I know no more 
Than does your excellency. 

Stral. 


Dolt! 
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Your lordship, being robb'd, don’t recognise 
The rogue ; how should I, not being robb'd, identify 
The thief among so many ? In the crowd, 

May it please your excellency, your thief looks 
Exactly like tlie rest, or rather better : 

^Tis only at the bar and in the dungeon. 

That wise men know your felon by his features ; 

But ril engage, that if seen tliere but once, 

Wliether he be found criiriinal or no, 

IJis face shall be so. 

Sf^ral. {to Fritz). Prithee, Fritz, inform me 
Wliat hath been done to trace the fellow ? 

Fritz. Faith ! 

My lord, not much as yet, except conjecture. 

StraL Besides tlie loss (whicli, I must o\i n, affects me 
Jn«t now materially), I jiceds would find 
The villain out of public motives; for 
So dexterous a spoiler, who could cicep 
Through my attendants, and so many peopied 
And lighted chambers, on my rest, and snatch 
The gold before my scarce-closed eyes, would soon 
Leave bare your borough. Sir Intendant ! 

Iden. True ; 

If there were aught to carry off, my lord. 

Ul)\ What is all this ? 

StraL You joiuM us but this morning. 

And liave not heard that I was robb\l last night. 

Ul)\ Some rumour of it reached me as I pass'd 
The outer chambers of the palace, but 
1 know no further. 

Strrd. It is a strange business ; 

The intendant can inform you of the facts. 

Idsti. Most willingly. You see 

StraL {impatiently). Defer your tale, 

Till certain of the hearer’s patience. 

Men. That 

Can only be affproved by proofs*. You see 

StraL {again interruptmg him, and addressing Ulric). 

In short, I was asleep upon a chair. 

My cabinet before me, with some gold 
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Upcjii it (more than I much like to lose, 

Though in part only) ; some ingenious person 
Contrived to glide through all my own attendants, 

Besides those of the place, and bore away 
A hundred golden ducats, which to find 
I w^ould be fain, and there's an end. Perhaps 
You (as I still am ratlier faint) would add 
To yesterday's great obligation, tliis. 

Though slighter, yet not slight, to aid these men 
(Who seem but lukewarm) in recovciing it? 

TJIt. Most willingly, and without loss of time— 

{To Idknstein.) Come hither, mynheer ! 

Iden. But so much haste bodes 

Bight little speed, and 

Ulr, Standing motionless 

None ; so let's march : we’ll talk as w^e go on. 

Idea, But 

Ulr, Sliow^ tlie spot, and then I’ll answer you. 

Fritz, I will, sir, with Ins excellency's leave. 

Stral, Do so, and take yon old ass with you. 

Fritz, Hence ! 

Ulr, Come on, old oracle, expound thy riddle ! 

[Ejcit With Iderstein and Fritz. 

Slral, {solus), A stahvart, active, soldier-looking stripling. 
Handsome as Hercules ere his first labour. 

And wn^h a brow of thought beyond his }ears 
When in rcjiose, till Ins eye kindles up 
In answ^ering yours. 1 wish I could engage him : 

I have need of some such spirits near me now, 

Bor this inheritance is w^orth a struggle. 

And though I am not the man to yield without one. 

Neither are they who now rise up between me 
And my desire. The boy, they say, 's a bold one; 

But he hath play'd the truant in some hour 

Of freakish folly, leaving fortune to 

Champion his claims. That's well. The father wliom 

For years I've tracked, as docs the blood-houncJ, never 

In sight, but constantly in scent, had put me 

To fault ; but here I have him, and that’s better. 

It must be he ! AH circumstance jiroclaims it ; 
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And careless voices, knowing not the cause 
Of my enquiries, still confirm it. — Yes I 
The man, his bearing, and the mystery 
Of his arrival, and tlie time ; tlie account, too, 

The intendant gave (for I have not beheld her) 

Of his wife's dignified but foreign aspect ; 

Besides the antipathy witli which we met, 

As snakes and hons slirink back from cacli other 
By secret instinct that botli must be foes 
Deadly, without being natural prey to either ; 

All — all — confirm it to my mind. However, 

We'll grapple, ne'ertheless. In a few hours 
The order comes from Erankfort, if tlicse waters 
liise not the higher (and the weather favours 
Their quick abatement), and I'll have liim safe 
Within a dungeon, wliere he may avouch 
His real estate and name; and there's no harm done, 
Should he prove other than I deem. This robbery 
(Save for the actual loss) is lucky also ; 

He's poor, and that's suspicious — he's unknown, 

And that's defenceless. — True, we have no proofs 
Of guilt, — but wluit hath he of innocence? 

Were he a man indiflereiit to my prospects, 

In other bearings, I should rather lay 
The inculpation on the Hungarian, who 
Hatli something which I like not; and alone 
Of all around, except the intendant, and 
The prince's liousehold and my own, had ingress 
Familiar to the chain biT. 

Jintcr Gadok. 

Friend, how fare you ? 

Gah, As those who fare well everywhere, when they 
Have supp'd and slumber'd, no great matter how — 
And you, my lord ? 

Stral. Better in rest than purse ; 

Mine inn is like to cost me dear. 

Gab, I heard 

Of your late loss ; but 'tis a trifle to 
One of your order. 
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StraL You would hardly think so. 

Were the loss yours. 

Gah. I never had so much 

(At once) in my whole life, and therefore am not 
Fit to decide. But I came liere to seek you. 

Your couriers are turned back — I have outstripj/d them. 

In my return, 

StroL You ! — Why ? 

Gab, I v^eut at daybreak, 

To watch for the abatement of the river. 

As being anxious to resume my journey. 

Your messengers were all checked like myself; 

And, seeing the case hopeless, I await 
The current's pleasure. 

^traL Would the dogs were in it ! 

Why did they not, at least, attempt the passage? 

T order'd this at all risks. 

Gab, Could you order 

The Oder to divide, as Moses did 
The Bed Sea (scarcely redder than the flood 
Of the swolii stream), and be obey'd, ])erha])s 
Tliey might have ventured. 

Sfral, I must see to it : 

Tlie knaves ! the slaves ! — but they shall smart for this. 

[Exit SniALBNHBIX. 

Gab, (solus). There goes my noble, feudal, self-will'd baron! 
Epitome of wdiat brave chivalry 
The preux chevaliers of the good old times 
Have left us. Yesterday he would have given 
His lands (if he hath any), and, still dearer. 

His sixteen quartcrings, for as mucli fresh air 
As would have fill'd a bladder, while he lay 
Gurgling and foaming half way through the window 
Of his o'erset and water-logg'd conveyance ; 

And now he storms at half a dozen wretches 
Because they love their lives too I Yet, he's right : 

^Tis strange they should, when such as he may put them 
To hazard at his pleasure. Oh, thou world ! 

Thou art indeed a, melancholy jest ! 

[Sjcit Gabok. 
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SCENE II. 

The Apartment of Werner, in the Palace, 

Enter Josephine and TTlrio. 

Jos, Stand back, and let me look on tliee again 
My Ulric ! — my beloved ! — can it be — 

After twelve years? 

Ulr, My dearest mother! 

Jos. Yes ! 

My dream is realised — how beautiful ! — 

How more than all I sighM for ! Heaven receive 
A rnother^s thanks ! a mother^s tears of joy ! 

This is indeed tliy work ! — At sucli an hour, too, 

He comes not only as a son, but saviour. 

Ulr, If such a joy await me, it must double 
Wliiit I now feel, and lighten from my heart 
A part of (lie long debt of duty, not 
Of love (for tliat was ne^er withheld) — forgive me 
Tliis long delay was not my fault. 

Jos, I know it. 

But cannot think of sorrow now, and doubt 
If I e'er felt it, 'tis so dazzled from 
My memory by this oblivious transport ! — 

My son ! 

Enter Werner. 

Wer. What have we here, — more strangers ? — 

Jos, No 

Look upon him I What do you see ? 

Wer. A stripling. 

For the first time — 

Ulr. [kneeling). For twelve long years, my father I 

Wer. Oh, God ! 

Jos, He faints I 

Wer. No — I am better now— 

Ulric I [Embraces him,) 

Ulr. My father, Siegendorf 1 
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fFer, (starting^. Hush! boy — 

The walls may hear that name ! 

TJLr, What then? 

Wer. Why, then — 

But we will talk of that anon. Keraember, 

I must be known here but as Werner. Come I 
Come to my arms again 1 Why, tliou look's! all 
1 should have been, and w^as not. Josephine! 

Snre 'tis no father's fondness dazzles me ; 

But, had 1 seen tliat form amid ten thousand 
Youth of the choicest, my heart would have chosen 
This for my son ! 

Ulr. And yet you knew me not ! 

Wer, Alas 1 I have had that upon my soul 
Which makes me look on all men with an eye 
That only knows the evil at first glance. 

XJIt, My memory served me far more fondly : I 
Have Tiot forgotten aught ; and oft-times in 
The proud and princely halls of — (I’ll not name them, 

As you say that 'tis perilous) — hut i' the jiomp 
Of your sire's feudal mansion, I look'd back 
To tlie Bohemian mountains many a sunset, 

And wept to see another day go down 

O'er thee and me, with those huge hills betw^cen us. 

TJiey shall not part us more. 

Wer, I know' not that. 

Are you aw'are my father is no more ? 

TJlr, Oh, heavens ! I left him in a green old age, 

And looking like the oak, W'orn, but still steady 

Amidst the elements, w hilst younger trees 

Fell fast around him. 'Tw'as scarce three months since. 

Wer. Why did you leave him ? 

Jos. {embracing Uliuc). Can you ask that question? 

Is he not here ? 

Wer. True ; he hath sought his parents. 

And found them; but, ih I how, and in wdiat state ! 

- Ulr. All shall be better'd. What we have to do 
Is to proceed, and to assert our rights. 

Or rather yours ; for I waive all, unless 
Your father has disposed in such a sort 
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Of his broad lands as to make mine the foremost. 

So that I must prefer my claim for form ; 

But I trust better, and that all is yours. 

JFer, Have you not heard of Stralenheim ? 

Ulr, I saved 

Ilis life but yesterday : he's here. 

JFer, You saved 

The serpent who will sting us all ! 

Ulr, You speak 

Riddles : what is this Stralenheim to us ? 

Wer, Every tiling. One wIjo claims our father's lands : 

Our distant kinsman, and our nearest joe. 

Ulr. I never heard his name till now. The count. 

Indeed, spoke sometimes of a kinsman, who. 

If his own line should fail, might be remotely 
Involved in the succession ; but his titles 
Ware never named before me — and what then ? 

His riglit must yield to ours. 

JFer. Ay, if at Prague ; 

But hero he is all-powerful ; and has spread 
SiiaTcs for thy father, whicli, if hitherto 
He hath escaped theip, is by fortune, not 
By favour. 

Ulr. Doth be personally know you ? 

JFer. No \ but he guesses shrewdly at niy person. 

As he betray'd last night ; and I, perhaps. 

But owe my temporary liberty 
To Ins uncertainty. 

Ulr. I tliink you wrong him 

(Excuse me for the ])lirase); but Stralenheim 
Is not what you prejudge him, or, if so. 

He owes me something both for past aiid present. 

I saved his life, lie therefore trusts in me. 

He hath been plunder'd too, since he came hither ; 

Is sick ; a stranger ; and as such not now 
Able to trace the villain who hath robb'd him : 

I have pledged myself to do so ; and the business 
Which brought me here w^as chiedy that : * but I 

* [The following Ib the original passage in the novel : — ** ‘ Stralenheim,* said 
Coni^, * does not appear to be altogether the man you take him for : but were it 
VOL. V. H 
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Have found, in searching for anotlier^s dross, 

My own whole treasure — ^you, my parents ! 

JFer. (agitatedly). Who 

Taught you to mouth that name of villain ?” 

UIt. What 

More noble name belongs to common thieves ? 

Wer. Who taught you thus to brand an unknown being 
With an infernal stigma ? 

UIt. My own feelings 

Taught me to name a ruffian from his deeds. 

Wer, WJjo taught you, long-sought and ill-found boy ! that 
It w’ould be safe for my own son to insult me ? 

TJlr, I named a villain. What is there in common 
With such a being and my father ? 

Wer, Every tiling ! 

That ruffian is thy father ! ® 

e/b«. Oh, my son ! 

Believe him not — and yet ! (Iter voice falters^ 

TJlr, [startSy looks earnestly at Weiineii and then says slowly J) 

And you avow it P 

JFer. Ulric, before you dare despise your father, 

Learn to divine and judge his actions. .Young, 

Hash, new to life, and rearM in luxury's lap. 

Is it for you to measure passion's force. 

Or misery's temptation? Wait — (not long, 

It cometh like the night, and quickly) — Wait! — 

Wait tiU, like me, your hopes are blighted* — till 

even otherwise, he owes me gratitude not only foi the past, but for what he supposes 
to be my present ^employment. I saved his life, and he therefore places confidence in 
me. He hath been robbed last niglit — is sick — a stranger — and in no condition to 
discover the villain who has jdundered him , and the business on which 1 sought the 
intendant was chiefly tiiat,* ” &(*. — Miss Lek.] 

* [“‘And who,’ said he, ‘has entitled you to brand thus with ignominious 
epithets a being you do not know ^ Who has taught you that it would be even sale 
for my son to insult me?* — ‘It is not necessary to know the person of a ruj£an,* 
replied Conrad indignantly, ‘to give him the appellation he merits I'—and what is 
there in common between my lather and such a character?’ — ‘Everything,* said 
Siegendorf, bitterly, — ‘for that ruflSan was your father !”* — Ibid,] 

® [“ ‘Conrad, before you thus presume to chastise me with your eye, learn to 
understand my actions. Young, and inexperienced in the world — reposing hitherto 
in the bosom of indulgence and luxury, is it for you to judge of the force of the 
passions, or tbe temptations of misei-y ? Wait till, like me, you have blighted your 
fairest hopes — have endured humiliation and sorrow — poverty and famine — before you 
pretend to judge of their efects on you ! Should that miserable day ever arrive — 
should you see the being at your mercy who stands between you and evezythiog that 
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Sorrow and shame are handmaids of your cabin ; 

Famine and poverty your guests at table ; 

Despair your bed-fellow — then rise, but not 

From sleep, and judge ! Should that day e^er arrive — 

Should you see then the serpent, who hath coil'd 
Himself around all that is dear and noble 
Of you and yours, lie slumbering in your path, 

With but Ais folds between your steps and happiness. 

When hCy who lives but to tear from you name. 

Lands, life itself, lies at your mercy, with 
Chance your conductor ; inidiiiglit for your mantle \ 

The bare knife in your liaud, and earth asleep, 

Even to your deadliest foe ; and he as 'twere 
Inviting death, by looking like it, wliile 
His death alone can save you : — Thank your God I 
If Hien, like me, content itli petty plunder, 

lou turn aside 1 did so. 

Vlr. But 

Wet, {ahrupty). Hear me I 

I will not brook a human voice — scarce dare 
Listen to my Own (if that be human still) — 

Hear me ! you do not know this man — I do.^ 

He’s mean, deceitful, avaricious. You 
Deem yourself safe, as young and brave ; but learn 
None are secure from desperation, few 
From subtilty. My worst foe, Straleiiheim, 

Housed in a prince’s palace, couch’d within 
A prince’s chamber, lay below my knife ! 

An instant — a mere motion — the least impulse — 

Had swept him and all fears of mine from earth. 

He was within my power — my knife was raised — 

Withdrawn — and I’m in his : — are you not so? 

Who tells you that he knows you not? Who says 

is dear or noble in life 1 who is ready to tear from you your name - -your inheritance — 
your very life itself — congratulate your own heart, if, like me, you are content with 
petty plunder, and are not tempted* to exterminate a sei’pent, who now lives, perhaps 
to sting uo all.* 

^ ‘You do not know this man,* continued he; ‘I believe him to be mean, 
sordid, deceitful ! You will conceive yourself safe, because you are young and brave 1 
Learn, however, none ai'6 so secure but desperation or subtilty may reach them I 
Stralenheim, in the palace of a prince, was in my power I My knife was held ovei 
him — forbore~4uid I am now in his,’ *’ &c. — L es.] 
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He hath not lured you here to end you ? or 

To plunge you, with your parents, in a dungeon ? 

• [^He pausa, 

Ulr, Proceed — proceed ! 

J^er. Me lie liatli ever known. 

And hunted through each change of time — name — fortune — 

And why not you ? Are you more versed in men ? 

He w'ound snares round me ; flung along my path 
Keptiles, whom, in my youth, I wmuld have spurned 
.Kven from my presence ; but, in spurning now, 

Pill only with fresh venom. A¥ill you be 
More patient ? Ulric ! — Ulric ! — tliere are crimes 
Made venial by the occasion, and temjjtations 
Which nature cannot master or forbear." 

Vlr. (who looks first at him and then at Josephine). My 
mother ! 

Wer, Ah I I thought so ; you liave now 

Only one parent. I have lost alike 
Father and son, and stand alone. 

Ulr, But stay ! 

[WaRNER rushes out of the chamber, 

Jos. {to Ulric). Follow him not, until this storm of passion 
Abates. Think'st thou, that were it w'ell for him, 

1 had not followed ? 

Ulr, I obey you, mother, 

Although reluctantly. My first act shall not 
Be one of disobedience. 

Jos, Oh ! he is good ! 

Condemn him not from his own mouth, but trust 
To me, who have borne so much with him, and for him. 

That this is but the surface of his soul. 

And that the depth is rich in better things. 

Ulr, These then are but my fathers principles*? 

My mother thinks not with him ? 

Jos, Nor doth he 

8 [“ Me he has known invariably through every change of fortune or of name — and 
why not you ? Me he has entrapped — are you more discreet ? He has wound the 
snores of Idenstein around me ; — of a reptile whom, a few years ago, I would have 
spumed from my presence, and whom, in spuming now, I have furnished with fiesh 
venom. Will you be more patient ? Conrad, Conrad, there are crimes rendered 
venial by the occasion, and temptations too exquisite for human fortitude to master or 
forbear,” kQ.—Ibid.] 


4 ' 
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Think as he speaks. Alas ! long years of grief 
Have made him sometimes thus. 

Ulr. Explain to me 

More clearly, then, these claims of Stralenheim, 
That, when I see the subject in its bearings, 

I may prepare to face him, or at least 
To extricate you from your present ])erils. 

I pledge myself to accomplish tliis — but would 
1 had arrived a few hours sooner ! 

Jos, Ay ! 

Hadst thou but done so ! 


Entei' (Jabor and Idk^stein, wkh A ttendants. 

Gab, {to Ulric). I have souglit you, comrade. 

So this is my reward ! 

Ulr, Wliat do you mean ? 

Gab. ^Sdeath ! have I lived to these years, and for this ! 

(To Idenstein.) But for your age and iblly, I would 

I(/en. Help I 

Hands ofl' ! Touch an intendant ! 

Gab. Do not think 

ril honour you so inucli as save your throat 
From the Eavcnstoiie ® by choking you myself. 

Ide//. I thank you for the respite: but there are 
Those who have greater need of it than me. 

Ulr, Unriddle this vile wrangling, or 

Gab. At once, then. 

The baron has been robb'd, and upon me 
This worthy personage has deigiiM to fix 
His kind suspicions — me \ whom he ne^er saw 
Till yester' evening. 

Iden, Wouldst liave me susi)ect 

My own acquaintances? You have to learn 
That I keep better company. 

Gab. You shall 

Keep the best shortly, and the last for all men. 

The w^orms ! you hqund of malice ! 

[Gabor seizes on him, 

® The Ravenstone, Rabenstein,” is the stone gihhet of Germany, and so caUed 
Erom the ravens perching on it. 
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Ulr, {interfering). Nay, no violence; 

He's o\A, unarm'd — be temperate, Gabor 1 


Gab. {letting go Idenstein). 

True : 

I am a fool to lose myself because 


Fools deen 

1 me knave ; it is their homage. 


Ulr. {to 

Idenstein). 

How 

Fare you ? 



Iden. 

Help! 


Ulr. 

I have help'd you. 


Iden. 

Kill him 

I'll say so. 



Gab. 

I am calm — live on ! 


Iden. 

Tlmt's 

more 


Than you shall do, if there be judge or judgment 
In Germany. The baron shall decide ! 

Gab. Does he abet you in your accusation ? 

Iden. Does he not ? 

Gab. Then next time let him go sink 

Ere I go hang for snatching him from drowning. 

But here he comes ! 


Enter Stralenhsim. 

Gab. {goes up to him). My noble lord, I'm here ! 

Stral, Well, sir ! 

Gab. Have you aught with me ? 

Stral. What should I 

Have with you ? 

Gab. You know best, if yesterday's 

Flood has not wash'd aw^ay your memory ; 

But that's a trifle. I stand here accused. 

In phrases not equivocal, by yon 
Intendant, of the pillage of your person 
Or chamber ; — is the charge your own or his ? 

StraL I accuse no man. 

Gab. Then you acquit me, baron ? 

Stral. I know not whom to accuse, or to acquit, 

Or scarcely to suspect. 

Gab. But you at least 

Should know whom not to suspect. I am insulted— 

Oppress'd here by these menials, ana I look 
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To you for remefly — teach them tlieir duty ! 

To look for thieves at home were part of it. 

If duly taught ; but, in one word, if I 
Have an accuser, let it be a man 
Worthy to be so of a man like me. 

I am your equal. 

S^ra/. You ! 

Gad. Ay, sir ; and, for 

Aught that you know, sujierior; but proceed — 

I do not ask for hints, and surmises, 

And circumstance, and proof: 1 know enough 
Of what I have done for you, and vihat you ovve me, 

To have at least waited yonr pHyinent rather 
Tlian paid mys(jlf, had L been eager of 
Your gold. I also know, tliat were I even 
Tim villain I am deemM, the service render'd 
So recently would not permit you to 
Pursue me to the death, excejit through shame, 

Sucli as would leave your sculclieon but a blank. 

Put this is nothing : I demand of you 
Justice upon your unjust servants, and 
From your own lips a disavownl of 
All sanction of their insolence : thus much 
You owe to the unknown, who asks no more. 

And never thought to have ask’d so much. 

This tone 

May be of innocence. 

Gad. ’Sdeath ! who dare doubt it. 

Except such villains as ne’er had it ? 

S^ra^. You 

Are hot, sir. 

Gad, Must I turn an icicle 

Before the breath of menials, and their master ? 

S^ral. Ulric I you know this man ; I found him in 
Frmr company. 

Gad, We found you in the Oder ; 

Would we had left you there ! 

^tral, I give you thanks, sir. 

Gad, Fve earn’d them ; but might have earn’d more from others, 
Perchance, if I had left you to your fate. 
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StraL tJlric 1 you know this man ? 

Gah, No more than you do, 

If he avouches not my honour. 

JJlr. I 

Can vouch your courage, and, as far as my 
Own brief connection led me, honour. 

Stral, Then 

Fm satisfied. 

Gah, [irovically). Right easily, methinks. 

What is tlie spell in his asseveration 
More than in mine ? 

StraL I merely said that I 

Was satisfied — not that you are absolved. 

Gah, Again ! Am 1 accused or no ? 

&trah Go to ! 

You wax too insolent. If circumstance 
And general suspicion be against you, 

Is the fault mine ? Is^t not enough that I 
Decline all question of your guilt or innocence ? 

Gah, My lord, my lord, this is mere cozenage, 

A vile equivocation ; you well know 

Your doubts are certainties to all around you — 

Your looks a voice — your frowns a sentence ; you 
Are practising your pow^r on me — because 
You have it; but beware! you know not wdioni 
You strive to tread on. 

StraL Threat’st thou ? 

Gab, Not so much 

As you accuse. You hint the basest injury. 

And I retort it with an open warning. 

Stral, As you have said, 'tis true I ow’e you something, 

For which you seem disposed to pay yourself. 

Gab, Not with your gold. 

Stral, With bootless insolence. 

[To his Attendants and iDENsrsiK. 
You need not further to molest this man. 

But let him go his way. Ulric, good morrow' ! 

[i;"a»^.STBALEi7HErM, luENBiEiE, and Attendants, 

Gab, [following), Fll after him and 
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Ulr. {stopping Aim), Not a step. 

Gab, Who shall 


Oppose me ? 

Ulr, Tour own reason, with a inornent^s 

Thought. 

Gab, Must I bear this ? 

Ulr, Pshaw ! we all must besur 

The arrogance of something In'gher than 
Ourselves — the highest cannot temper Satan, 

Nor the lowest his vicegerents upon earth. 

Fve seen you brave the elements, and bear 

Things which had made this silkworm cast liis skin — 

And shrink you from a few sharp sneers arid words ? 

Gab, Must I bear to be deem^l a thief? If ^twere 
*A bandit of the woods, 1 could have borne it — 

There^s something daring in it : — but to steal 
The moneys of a slumbering man ! — 

Ulr. It seems, then. 

You arc not guilty. 

Gab. Do I hear aright ? 

You too ! 

Ulr. I merely askM a simple question. 

Gab. If the judge askM me, I would answer " No” — 

To you I ans\^ er thus. 

\ne draws. 

Ulr. {drawing). With all my heart! 

Jos. Without there I Ho 1 help I help 1 — Oh, God I here's 
murder ! 


Joseph I XK, shriehirtg. 


Gabor and figld. Gabor is disarmed just as Stiialenheim, Josephine, 
Idenstefn, (tc. re-enter. 

Jos, Oh 1 glorious heaven ! He's safe I 

Stral, (to Josephine). JFAo^s safe I 

Jos. My 

Ulr. {interr?ipting her with a stern look, and turning afterwards 
to Stralenheim). Both 1 

Here^s no great harm done. 

Stral. What hath caused all this ? 

Ulr. You, baron, I believe ; but as the effect 
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Is harmless, let it not disturb you. — Gabor! 

There is your sword ; and when you bare it next. 

Let it not be against your friends, 

[Ulrio pron(yu/nce8 the last words slowly wnd om/phatwally m a 
low voice to Gabor. 

Gab, I thank you 

Less for my life than for your counsel. 

Stral, These 

Brawls must end here. 

Gab, {taking his sword), Tliey shall. You've wrong’d me, Ulric, 
More with your unkind tliouglits than sword : I would 
The last were in my bosom rather than 
The first in yours. I could have borne yon noble's 
Absurd insinuations — ignorance 
And dull suspicion are a part of his 
Entail will last him longer than his lands. — 

But I may fit him yet : — you have vanquish'd me. 

I was the fool of passion to conceive 

That I could cope with you, whom I had seen 

Already proved by greater perils than 

Best in this arm. We may meet by and by. 

However — but in friendship. 

[Exit Gaboiu 

Stral, I wdll brook 

No more ! This outrage following up Ids insults. 

Perhaps his guilt, has caiiceird all tlie little 
I owed him heretofore for the so-vaunted 
Aid which he added to your abler succour. 

Ulric, you are not hurt ? — 

Ulr, Not even by a scratch. 

Stral. [to Idenstein). Intendant 1 take yoLf measures to secure 
Yon fellow : I revoke my former lenity. 

He shall be sent to Frankfort with an escort, 

The instant that the waters have abated. 

Iden. Secure him I He hath got his sword again — 

And seems to know’ the use on't j 'tis his trade, 

Belike ; — I'm a civilian. 

Stral. Fool ! are not 

Y^on score of vassals dogging at your heels 
Enough to seize a dozen such ? Hence ! after him * 
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Uhr, Baron, I do beseech you ! 

StraL I must be 

Obey’d. No words I 

Iden. Well, if it must be so — 

March, vassals ! I’m your leader, and will bring 
The rear up : a wise general never should 
Expose his precious life — on which all rests. 

I like that article of war. 

[Exit Idenstbin avd AttendcmU, 

StraL Come hither, 

Ulric ; what does that woman here ? Oh ! now 
I recognise her, ’tis the stranger’s wife 
Wliom they name Werner.” 

Ulr. ’Tis his name. 

Stral. Indeed ! 

Is not your husband visible, fair dame ? — 

Jos, W'^lio seeks him ? 

Stral, No one — for the present : but 

I fain would parley, Ulric, with yourself 
Alone. 

Ulr, I will retire with you. 

Jos, Not so : 

You are the latest stranger, and command 
All places here. 

{Aside to Ulric, as she goes out.) 0 Ulric! have a care — 
Eemember what depends on a rash word I 

Ulr. {to Joskphine). Fear not I — 

[ExU Josephine. 

StraL Ulric, I think that I may trust you ; 

You saved my life — and acts like these beget 
Unbounded confidence. 

Ulr. Say on. 

Stral. Mysterious 

And long-engender’d circumstances (not 
To be now fully enter’d on) have made 
This man obnoxious — perhaps fatal to me. 

Ulr, Who ? Gabor, the Hungarian P 
Stral, 

With the false name and habit. 


No — this "Wemer" — 
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Ulr. How can this be? 

He is the poorest of the poor — and yellow 
Sickness sits cavernM in his hollow eye : 

The man is helpless. 

Stral. He is — 'tis no matter ; — 

But if he be the man I deem (and that 
He is so, all around us here — and much 
That is not here — confirm my apprehension) 

He must be made secure ere twelve hours further. 

Ulr. And what liave 1 to do witli tins ? 

StraL I have sent 

To Erankfort, to tlic governor, my friend, 

(I have the authority to do so by 
An order of the house of Brandei] burgh), 

Eor a fit escort — but this cursed flood 
Bars all access, and may do for some hours. 

Ulr. It is abating. 

Stral. * Tliat is well. 

Ulr. But how 

Am I concerned ? 

Stral. As one wlio did so much 

Eor me, you cannot be indiflereiit to 
That which is of more import to me than 
Tlie life you rescued. — Keep your eye on him ! 

TJie man avoids me, knows that I now know him. — 
Match him ! — as you w^ould watch the wild boar w^hen 
He makes against you m the liunter's gap — 

Like him he must be spear'd. 

Ulr. Why so? 

Stral. He stands 

Between me and a brave inheritance ! 

Oh ! could you see it ! But you shall. 

Ulr. I hope ao, 

Stral. It is the richest of the rich Bohemia, 

Unscathed by scorching war. It lies so near 
The strongest city, Prague, that fire and sword 
1 1 ave skimm'd it liglitly ; so that now, besides 
Its own exuberance, it bears double value 
Confronted with whole realms far and near 
Made deserts. 
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Ulr. You describe it fiithfully. 

StraL Ay — could you see it, you would say bo — but, 

As I have said, you shall. 

Ulr, I accept the omen. 

Stral, Then claim a recompense from it and me, 

Such as both may make M'orthy your acceptance 
And services to me and mine for ever. 

Ulr, And this sole, sick, and miser.ible wretch — 

This way-w^orn stranger — stands between \ou and 
This Paradise? — (As Adam did between 
The devil and his) — [jhide], 

Stral, lie doth. 

Ulr, Hath lie no right? 

Stral, Eight ! none. A disinherited prodigal, 

Who for these twenty years disgraced liis liiK'age 
In all his acts — but cl nelly by his marriage. 

And living amidst commerce- fetching burghers. 

And dabbling merchants, in a mart of Jews. 

Ulr, He has a wife, then ? 

Stral, YouM be sorry to 

Call such your motlier. You have seen the woman 
He calh his wife. 

Ulr, Is she not so ? 

Stral, No more 

Than he^s your father : — an Italian girl. 

The daughter of a baiiisliM man, who lives 
On love and poverty with this same Werner. 

Ulr, They are childless, then ? 

Stral, 'riiere is or was a bastard, 

Whom the old man — the graiidsire (as old age 
Is ever doting) took to warm his bosom. 

As it went chilly downward to the grave : 

Put the imp stands not in my path — he has fled. 

No one knows whither; and if he had not. 

His claims alone were too contemptible 
To stand. — Why do you smile? 

Ulr, At your vain fears : 

A poor man almost in his grasp — a child 
Of doubtful birth — can startle a grandee ! 

Stral, Airs to be feapd, where all is to be gain'd. 
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Ulr* True ; and auglit done to save or to obtain it. 

Stral. You have harped the very string next to my heart. 

I may depend upon you ? 

Ulr. ^Twere too late 

To doubt it. 

Stral, Let no foolish pity shake 
Your bosom (for the appearance of the man 
Is pitiful) — he is a wretch, as likely 
To have robb'd me as the fellow more suspected. 

Except that circumstance is less against him ; 

He being lodged far off, and in a chamber 
Without approach to mine ; and, to say truth, 

I think too well of blood allied to mine, 

To deem he would descend to such an act : 

Besides, he was a soldier, and a brave one 
Once — though too rash. 

Ulr. And they, my lord, we know 

By our experience, never plunder till 
They knock the brains out first — which makes them heirs. 

Not thieves. The dead, who fed nought, can lose nothing. 

Nor e'er be robb'd : their spoils are a bequest — 

No more. 

Slral. Go to ! you are a wag. But say 
I may be sure you'll keep an eye on this man. 

And let me know his slightest movement towards 
Concealment or escape ? 

Ulr. You may be sure 

You yourself could not watch him more than I 
Will be his sentinel. 

Slral. By this you make me 

Yours, and for ever. 

Ulr. Such is my intention. 

{Kxetmjl. 
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ACT III. 

SoKHifi I. — A HalL in the same Palace, from whence the secret Passage leads. 
Enter Werner and Ga 30 R, 

Gab. Sir, I have told my tale : if it so please ) on 
To give me refuge for a few hours, well — 

If not. I'll try my fortune elsewhere. 

Wer. How 

Can I, so wretched, give to Misery 
A slielter ? — wanting sucli myself as mucli 

As e'er the hunted deer a covert 

Gab, Or 

Tlic wounded lion his cool cave. Methinks 
You rather look like one would turn at bay, 

And rip the hunter's entrails. 

Wer, Ah ! 

Gab. I care not 

If it be so, being much disposed to do 
The same myself. But will you slielter me ? 

I am oppress'd like you — and poor like you — 

Disgraced 

IFer. {ahrufitlj/). Who told you that I ivas disgraced ? 

Gab. No one ; nor did I say you were so : with 
Your poverty m) likeness ended ; but 
I said I was so — and would add, with truth. 

As undeservedly as you. 

Wer. Again I 

As I? 

Gab. Or any other honest man. 

What the devil would you have ? You don’t believe mo 
Guilty of this base theft ? 

Wer. 


No, no — I cannot. 
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Gab. Why thaf s my heart of hoTiour I yon young gallant — 
Your miserly iiitendant and dense noble — 

All — all suspected me ; and why ? because 
I am the worst clothed, and least named amongst them ; 
Although, were Momus^ lattice in your breasts, 

My soul might brook to open it more widely 
Than theirs ; but thus it is — ^you poor and helpless— 

Both still more than myself. 

jrer. How knew you that? 

Gab. You're right : I ask for shelter at the hand 
Which I call lielpless; if you now deny it, 

1 were well paid. But you, who seem to have proved 
The wholesome bitterness of life, know well. 

By symjiatliy that all the outspread gold. 

Of the Tsew World the Spaniard boasts about 
Could never tempt the man who knows its worth 
Weigh'd at its proper value in the balance. 

Save in such guise (and there I grant its power. 

Because I feel it,) as may leave no nightmare 
Upon his heart o' nights. 

JF er. What do you mean ? 

Gab. Just what I say; 1 tliouglit my speech was plain : 
You are no thief — nor I — and, as true men. 

Should aid each otlicr. 

JFer. It is a damn'd world, sir. 

Gab. So is the nearest of the two next, as 
The priests say (and no doubt they should know best), 
Therefore I'll stick by this — as being loth 
To suffer martyrdom, at least with such 
An epitaph as larceny upon rny tomb. 

It is but a night's lodging which I crave ; 

To-morrow I will try the waters, as 

The dove did, trusting that they have abated. 

^ Abated ? Is there hope of that ? 

Gab. There was 

At noontide. 

JFer. Then we may be safe. 

Gab. 

In peril ? 

JFer. Poverty is ever so. 


Are ^ott 
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Gab, That I know by long practice. Will you not 
Promise to make mine less ? 

Wer, Your poverty ? 

Gab, No — you don^t look a leech for that disorder ; 

I meant my peril only ; you\e a roof. 

And I have none ; I merely seek a covert. 

Wer, Rightly ; for how should such a wretch as I 
Have gold ? 

Gab, Scarce honestly, to say tlie truth on^t. 

Although I almost wish you had ilie baron's. 

Wer, Dare you insinuate ? 

Gab, What ? 

Wer, Are you aware 

To wliom you speak ? 

Gab, No ; and I am not used 

Greatly to care. (A noise heard without^ But hark! tliey ccme! 
IV &r, AY ho come? 

Gab, The intendant and his man hounds after me : 

I'd face them — but it were in vain to expect 
Justice at hands like theirs. Where shall I go ? 

But sliow me any place. 1 do assure you. 

If there be faith in man, I am most guiltless : 

Think if it were your own case ! 

Wer, (aside). Oh, just God I 

Thy hell is not hereafter I Am I dust still ? 

Gab, I see you're moved ; and it shows well in you : 

I may live to requite it. 

Wer, Are you not 

A spy of Straleuheim's ? 

Gab, Not I ! and if 

I were, what is there to espy in you ? 

Althougli, 1 recollect, his frequent question 
About you and your spouse might lead to some 
Suspicion ; but you best know — what — and wliy. 

I am his deadliest foe. 

Wer, You ? 

Gab, After such 

A treatment for the service which in part 
I render'd him, I am his enemy : 

If you are not his friend you will assist me, 

VOL. v. ,, 
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JFer. I will. 

Gab. But how ? 

Wer. {showing the jganel) . There is a secret spring : 

EemembfT, I discovered it by chance. 

And used it but for safety. 

Gab. Open it. 

And I will use it for the same. 

Wer. I found it. 

As I have said : it leads tlirough winding walls, 

(So thick as to bear paths within tlieir ribs, 

Yet lose no jot of strength or stateliness,) 

And hollow cells, and obscure niches, to 
I know not hither; you must not advance: 

Give me your word. 

Gab. It is unnecessary : 

How should I make my way in darkness through 
A Gothic labyrinth of unknown windings? 

Wer. Yes, but w^ho knows to wdiat place it may lead ? 

/know not — (mark you I) — but wdio knows it might not 
Lead even into the chamber of yoni foe ? 

So strangely w^ere contrived these galleries 
By our Teutonic fathers in old days. 

When man built less against the elements 
Than his next neighbour. You must not advance 
Beyond the two first windings ; if you do 
(Albeit I never passed them,) Fll not answer 
For what you may be led to. 

Gab. But I will. 

A thousand thanks ! 

Wer. You'll find the spring more obvious 

On the other side ; and, when you would return. 

It yields to the least touch. 

Gab. ril in — farewell ! 

[Gaboe goes in by the secret pwnel 

Wer. {solus). W^hat have I done? Alas ! what had I done 
Before to make this fearful ? Let it be 
Still some atonement that I save the man, 

Whose sacrifice had saved perhaps my own — 

They come ! to seek elsewhere what is before them 1 
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Enter Idenstein anid Others. 


Iden, Is he not here ? He must have vanished then 
Through the dim Gothic glass by pious aid 
Of pictured saints upon the red and yellow 
Casements, through which the sunset streams like sunrise 
On long pearl-colourM beards and crimson crosses. 

And gilded crosiers, and crossM arms, and cowls. 

And helms, and twisted armour, and long swords. 

All the fantastic furniture of windows 
Dim with brave knights and holy hermiis, nhose 
Likeness and fame alike rest in some panes 
Of crystal, w^hicli each rattling wind proclaims 
As frail as any other life or glory. 

He^s gone, however. 

Wer. Whom do you seek? 

Jdeii, A villain. 

Wer. Why need you come so far, then ? 

Iden. In the search 

Of him who robVd the baron. 

JVei\ Are you sure 

You have divined the man ? 

Iden. As sure as you 

Stand there : but where's he gone ? 

Wer. " Who ? 


Iden. lie we sought. 

Wer. You see he is not here. 

Iden. And yet we traced him 

Up to this hall. Are you accomplices? 

Or deal you in the black art ? 

Wer. I deal plainly. 

To many men the blackest, 

Iden. It may be 

I have a question or two for yourself 
Hereafter ; but we must continue now 
Our search for t'other. 

Wer. You had best begin 

Your inquisition how : I may not be 
So patient always. 

Iden. I should like to know, 


I should like to know, 


02 
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la good sooth, if you really arc the man 
That Straleiiheim's in quest of. 

We7\ Insolent ! 

Said you not that he as not here ? 

IJeii. Yes, 0 }/e ; 

But there's another whom he tracks more keenly. 

And soon, it may be, with aiithonty 

Both paramount to Ins and mine. But, come 1 

Bustle, my boys ! we are at fault. 

Idenstein and Attendants. 

jrer. In wliat 

A maze hath my dim destiny involved me ! 

And one base sin liatli done me less ill tlian 
Tlie leaving undone one far greater. Down, 

'JIiou busy devil, rising in my heart ! 

TJiou art too late 1 I'll nought to do with blood. 

Enter Ulkic, 

f 7;*. 1 sought you, father. 

IFer. Is't not dangerous ? 

Vlr. No; Stralenheim is ignorant of all 
Or any of the ties between us : more — 

He sends me here a spy upon your actions. 

Deeming me holly his. 

IJ er. I cannot think it : 

'Tis but a snare lie winds about us both. 

To swoop the sire and son at once. 

Ulr. I cannot 

Pause in each petty fear, and stumble at 
The doubts that rise like briers in our path. 

But must break through them, as an unarm'd carle 
Would, though with naked limbs, were the w^olf rustling 
In the same thicket where he hew'd foi bread. 

Nets are for thrushes, eagles are not caught so : 

We'Jl overfly or rend them. 

Wer. Show me how ? 

Ulr. Can you not gues ? 

Wer. I cannot. 

Ulr. That is strange. 

Came tlie thought ne^er into your mind last night? 


A ^ 
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}Fer. I uiulcrslaiid you not. 

Vlr. Then we sliall never 

More understand each other. But to change 
The to])ic 

Wer, You mean io pursue it, as 

'Tis of our safety. 

JJb\ Bight ■ I stand corrected. 

I see the subj('ct now moic^ clc'arly, and 
Our general si( nation in bearings. 

The waters are abating ; a few hours 

Will bring his summon^ in^nnidons from Frankfort, 

AVhen you \m 11 be a ])risoma'_, perhajis worse, 

And I an outcast, baslanlised by ])ractice 
Of this same baron to make way for him. 

7re7\ And now your rcanedy ! 1 ihouglit to escape 

By means of this accursed gold; but now 
1 dare not use it, show it, scarce look on it. 

Metliiiiks it nears ujion its face my guilt 
For motto, not tlic mintage of tlie state ; 

And, for the sovereign’s head, my own begirt 
With bissnig snakes, nliieb curl around my temples, 

And cry to all beliolders, ]jo ! a villain ! 

Ulr, You must not use it, at least now ; but take 
This ring. 

[JJc f/lvch Wlrneb ajvwtL 

TFer. A gem I It was my lather’s ! 

TJlr. And 

As such is now your own. With this you must 
Bribe the inteiidaiit for liis old caleche 
And liorses to pursue your route at sunrise. 

Together wnth iny mother. 

H er. And leave you, 

So lately found, in peril too ? 

Ulr. Fear nothing ! 

The only fear were if we fled together. 

For that would make our ties beyond all doubt. 

The waters only lie in flood betw ecu 

This burgh and Frankfort ; so fai’s in our favour. 

The route on to Bohemia, thougli encumber’d. 

Is not impassable; and when }uu gain 
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A few hours' start, tlio difficulties will be 
The same to your pursuers. Once beyond 
The frontier, and you're safe. 

Wer. My noble boy ! 

Ulr, Hush ! hush ! no transports : we'll indulge in them 
In Castle Siegeiidorf ! Display no gold ! 

Show Ideiisteiii the gem (1 know tlie man. 

And have look'd tlirough him) : it will answer thus 
A double purjiose. Stralenheiiu lost gofd — 

No jew'el : therefore it could not be his ; 

And then the man wdio w^as posses t of this 
Can hardly be suspected of abstracting 
Tlie baron's coin, w hen he could thus convert 
This ring to more than Stralenheiin has lost 
By his last night's slumber. Be not over timid 
In your address, nor yet too arrogant. 

And Idenstein wull serve you. 

JFer, I will follow 

In all things your direction. 

TJlr, I would have 

Spared you the trouble; but lind I appear'd 
To take an interest in you, and ^tlJ] more 
By dabbling w'lth a jeviel in your favour, 

All had been known at once. 

Wer. My guardian angel ! 

Tliis overpays the past. But how wult thou 
Fare in our absence ? 

Ulr, Straleidieim know’s nothing 

Of me as aught of kindred with yourself. 

I will but w\ait a day or two wiili him 
To lull all doubts, and then rejoin my father. 

Wer, To part no more I 

TJlr, I know not that; but at 

The least we'll meet again once more. 

Wer, My boy! 

My friend ! my only child, and sole preserver ! 

Oh, do not hate me 1 

TJlr, Hate my father ! 

Wer, Ay, 

My father hated me. Why not my son ? 
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Ulr, Your father knew you not as I do. 

Wer, Scorpions 

Are m thy words ! Thou kiiow me ? in this guise 
Thou canst not know me, I arn not rny&elf ; 

ITet (hate me not) I will be soon. 

Ulr. ril wait! 

In the mean time be sure that all a son 
Can do for parents sliall be done for mine. 

IFer. I see it, and I feel it ; yet I feel 
Further — that you despise me. 

Ulr. Wherefore should I? 

IFcr, Must I repeat mv huinihalioii 
Ulr, ' No ! 

T have fathom'd it and you. But let us talk 
Of tins no more. Or if it must be ever, 

Not now. Your error h.is redoubled all 
The present difficulties of our lioiise, 

At secret war with that of ISlralenheiin : 

All we have now to think of is to baffle 
Him. I have shown one way. 

IFer. The only one, 

And I embrace it, as I did my son. 

Who showed himself father^s safetj/ in 
One day. 

Ulr, You shall be safe ; let that suffice. 

Would Stralcnhein/s apjiearanco in Bohemia 
Disturb your right, or mine, if once we were 
Admitted to our lands ? 

// 6?/-. Assuredly, 

Situate as w^e are now, although the first 
Possessor might, as usual, prove the strongest, 
Esjieeially the next in blood. 

Ulr, Blood! his 

A woid of many meanings; in the veiii^. 

And out of them, it is a diflerent thing — 

And so it should be, when the same in blood 
(As it is call’d) arc aliens to each otlier. 

Like Theban brethren : when a part is bad, 

A few spilt ounces purity the rest. 

Wer, I do not aiipreheiid you. 
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TJIt^ That Tnnj be — 

And should, perhaps — and yet — but get ye ready ; 
You and my mother must away to-night. 

Here romcs tlieintendant : sound liirn with the gem; 
^Twill sink into his venal soul like lead 
Into the deep, and bring up shine and mud. 

And ooze too, from the bottom, as the lead doth 
With its greased understratum ; but no less 
Will serve to warn our vessels through these shoals, 
The freight is rich, so heave the line in time ! 

Tare well ! I scarce have time, but yet your handy 
My father ! 

IFer. Let me embrace thee ! 

JTlr. W e may be 

Observed : subdue jmur nature to the hour ! 

Keep off from me as from your foe ! 

Wer. Ac(nirsed 

l^e he who is the stifling cause vihich smothers 
Tlic best and sweetest feeling of onr hearts ; 

At such an hour too ! 

Ulr. Yes, curse — it will ease you ! 

Here is the iutendaiit. 


Enler Idewstein. 

Master Iden stein. 

How fare you in your purpose ? Have you caught 
The rogue ? 

Iden. No, faith ! 

Ulr. Well, there are plenty more 

You may liave better luck another chase. 

Where is the baron ? 

Iden. Gone back to Lis chamber : 

And now I think on't, asking after you 
M ith nobly- born impatience. 

Ulr. Your great men ‘ 

Must be answered on the instant, as the bound 
Of the stung steed replies unto tlie spur : 

'Tis well they have horses, too ; for if tliey had not, 

I fear that men must draw their chariots, as 
They say kings did Sesostris. 
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l dem, Who was he ? 

Ulr. An old Bohemian — an imperial gipsy. 

l den. A gipsy or Bohemian, 'tis the same, 

Tor they pass by both names. And was he one ? 

Ulr, IVe heard so ; but I must take leave. Iiitendant, 

Tour servant! — Werner {to Werner slighily)/\{ that be your 
name. 

Tours. 

\Exit TJirio. 

Iden. A well-spoken, pretty-faced young man 1 
And prettily behaved! He knows his station. 

You see, sir ; how he gave to each his due 
Precedence ! 

Wer. I perceived it, and applaud 

His just discernment and your own. 

Iden. That^s w-ell — 

That^s very well. You also know your place, too ; 

And yet 1 douH know' that I know your place. 

¥^er. [showing the ring). Would this assist your knowledge? 
Iden. Howl— What!— Eh! 

A jewel ! 

Wer. ^Tis your own on one condition. 

Iden. Mine ! — Name it ! 

Wer. That hereafter you permit me 

At thrice its value to redeem it : Tis 
A family ring. 

Iden. A family ! — gours ! — a gem ! 

Pm breathless ! 

Wer. You must also furnish me, 

An hour ere daybreak, with all means to quit 
This place. 

Iden. But is it real ? Let me look on it ; 

Diamond^ by all that's glorious ! 

Wer. Come, I'll trust you : 

You have guess'd, no doubt, that I was born above 
My present seeming. 

Iden. I can't say I did. 

Though this looks like it : this is the true breeding 
Of gentle blood ! 

Wer. 


I have important reasons 
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For wishing to continue privily 
My journey hence. 

Men. So tlien you are the man 

Whom Stralenliein/s in quest of? 

Wer. I am not ; 

But being taken for him might conduct 
So much embarrassment to me just now, 

And to the baron^s self liereafter — His 
To spare both that I would avoid all bustle. 

Id 671. Be you the man or no. His not my business j 
Besides, I never could obtain the half 
From this proud, niggardly noble, A^ho would raise 
The country for some missing bils of coin. 

And never ofTer a precise reward — 

But thu ! — anoiher look ! 

IFer. Gaze on it freely ; 

At day-dawn it is yours. 

Men. Oh, thou sweet sparkler! 

Thou moie tlinn stone of the jdiilosoiduT ! 

Thou loueh-stone of Philosojihy herself! 

Thou bright e\e of the Mine ! thou loadstar of 
The soul ! the true magnetic Pole to uliich 
All hearts point duly noitli, like trembling needles! 
Thou flaming Sjnrit of the Earth ! which, sitting 
High on the monarch^ diadem, attract est 
More M'orshij) than the majesty vilio sweats 
Beneath the crown which makes his head aclie, like 
Millions of hearts winch bleed to lend it lustre! 

Shalt thou be mine? I am, mcthinks, already 
A little king, a lucky ahdiymist ! — 

A wise magician, who has bound the devil 
"Without the forfeit of his soul. But come, 

Werner, or wliat else ? 

IFer, Call me Werner still ; 

You may yet know me by a loftier title. 

Men. I do believe in thee I thou art the spirit 
Of whom I long liave dream'd in a low garb. — 

But come. FIl serve thee ; thou sbalt be as free 
As air, despite the w aters ; let us hence ; 

Vll show thee 1 am honest— (^oh, thou iewel \') 
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Thou shalt be furnished, Werner, witli sucli means 
Of flight, that if thou wert a snail, not birds 
Should overtake thee. — Let me gaze again ! 

I have a foster-brother in the mart 

Of Hamburgh skilFd in precious stones. How many 

Carats may it weigh — Come, Werner, I will wing thee. 

\^Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 

Straleniieim’s Chamber. 

Stralknueim and Fritz. 

Fritz. All^s ready, my good lord ! 

StraL I am not sleepy. 

And yet I must to bed ; T fain would say 
To rest, but somctiung lieavy on in) sjnrit, 

Too dull for wakefulness, too quick fur slumber. 

Sits on me as a cloud along the sky. 

Which will not let the sunbeams through, nor yet 
Descend in rain and end, bur spreads itself 
^Twixt earth and heaven, like envy between man 
And man, an everlasting mist : — 1 will 
Unto my pillow. 

Fritz. May you rest there w^ell ! 

Stral. I feel, and fear, 1 sliall. 

Fritz. And wherefore fear ? 

Stral. I know not why, and therefore do fear more, 

Because an undescribablc but ^(is 

All folly. Were the locks as I desired 
Changed, to-day, of this chamber ? for last niglit's 
Adventure makes it needful. 

Fritz. Certainly, 

According to your order, and beneath 

The inspection of myself and the }oung Saxon 

Who saved your life. I think they call him Ulric/^ 

StraL You think ! you supercilious slave ! a hat right 
Have you to tax your memory, which should be 
Q,vAck, prond, and V\appy to rdaiiv t\\e name 
Of him who saved your master, as a litany 
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Whose daily repetition marks your duty. — 

Get hence; indeed ! you, who stood still 

Howling and drippling on the bank, whilst I 

Lay dying, and the stranger dash’d aside 

The roaring torrent, and restored me to 

Thank Inm — and despise you. You and scarce 

Can recollect lus name ! 1 \\ill not waste 

More words on you. Call me betimes. 

Fritz. Good night ! 

I trust to-inoiTow will restore your lordship 
To renovated strength and temper, 

[The scene chsa. 

SCENE III. 

The secret Passage, 

Gab. [solus). Four — 

Five — SIX hours have I eouni-cd, like the guard 
Of outposts on the never-incrry clock : 

That hollow tongue of time, wliich, even when 
It sounds for joy, takes something from enjoyment 
With every clang. ’Tis a perpetual knell, 

Thougli for a marriage-feast it rings : each stroke 
Peals for a hope the less ; the funeral note 
Of Love deep-buned without resurrection 
In the grave of Possession ; while the knoll 
Of long-lived parents finds a jovial echo 
To triple Time in the son’s ear. 

I’m cold — 

I’m dark; — I’ve blown my fingers — number’d o’er 
And o’er my steps — and knock’d my head against 
Some fifty buttres>rs — and roused the rats 
And bats in general insurrection, till 
I heir cursed pattering feet and whirling wings 
liCave me scarce hearing for another sound. 

A light ! It is at distance (if I can 
Measure in darkness distance): but it blinks 
As through a crevice or a key-hole, in 
The inhibited direction : I must oii. 
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Nevertheless, from curiosity. 

A distant lamp-light is an incident 

In snch a den as this. Pray Heaven it lead me 

To nothing that may tempt me ! Else — Heaven aid me 

To obtain or to escape it ! Sliiiiing still I 

Were it the star of Lucifer himself, 

Or he himself girt with its beams, I could 
Contain no longer. Softly : mighty well ! 

That corner^s turn’d — so — ah! no; — right! it draws 
Nearer. Here is a darksome angle — so. 

That’s weather’d.’ — Let me pause. — Suppose it leads 
Into some greater danger than tliat which 
I have escaped — no matter, ’tis a new one; 

And novel perils, like fresh mistresses. 

Wear more magnetic aspects : — 1 will on, 

And be it wdiere it may — I have my dagger 
Which may protect me at a pinch. — Burn still. 

Thou little light ! Thou art my ignis fatuns ! 

My stationary WiU-o’-the-wisp ! — So ! so ! 

He hears my invocation, and fails not. 

\TliJC scene closes. 


SCENE IT. 

A Garden. 

Entei' Werner. 

JFer. I could not sleep — and now the hour’s at hand ; 
All’s ready. Idenstein has kept his word ; 

And station’d in the outskirts of the town. 

Upon the forest’s edge, the vehicle 
Awaits us. Now the dwindling stars begin 
To pale in heaven ; and for the last time I 
Look on these horrible w^alls. Oh I never, never 
Shall I forget them. Here I came most poor. 

But not dishonour’d : and I leave them with 
A stain, — if not upon my name, yet in 
My heart ! — a never-dying canker-w'orrn. 

Which all the coming splendour of the lands. 
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And rights, and sovereignty of Si(‘geiidorf 
Can scarcely lull a moment. I must find 
Some means of restitution, which would ease 
My soul in part : but liow without discovery ? — 

It must be done, however; and Til pause 
Upon the metliod the first hour of safety. 

The madness of my misery led to this 
Base infamy ; repentance must retrieve it : 

I will have nought of Stralenheim^s upon 
My spirit, though he wmuld grasp all of mine ; 

Lands, freedom, life, — and yet he sleeps as soundly 
Perhaps, as infancy, with gorgeous curtains 
Spread for his canopy, o'er silken ])ilIovvs, 

Such as wdien Hark ! wdiat noise is that? Again ! 

The branches shake ; and some loose stones have fallen 
Prom yonder terrace. 

[Ulrio leaiis down froin tht teri'ace, 

Ulric I ever welcome ! 

Thrice w^elcome now ! this filial 

Ulr, Stop ! before 

We approach, tell me 

Wer. Why look you so ? 

Ulr. Do I 

Behold my father, or 

Wer. What ? 

Ulr. An assassin ? 

Wer. Insane or Insolent ! 

Ulr. Reply, sir, as 

You prize your life, or mine ! 

Wer. To what must 1 

Answer ? 

Ulr. Are you or are you not the assassin 
Of Stralenheim ? 

Wer. I never w^as as vet 

The murderer of any man. What mean you ? 

Ulr. Did not you this night (as the night before) 

Retrace the secret passage ? Did you not 
Again revisit Stralcnhcim's chamber ? and 


Wer. Proceed. 


[Ulric j^auses 
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Vlr, Died he not by your hand ? 

Wer, Great God 

JJIt, You are innocent, then ! my father’s innocent ! 
Embrace me! Yes, — your tone — your look — yes, yes, — 

Yet say so. 

Wer. If I e’er, in heart or mind. 

Conceived deliberately sucli a tlioui^ht, 

But rather strove to trample back lo liell 

Such thouglits — if e’er they glared a moment tlirougli 

'Idle irritation of my oppressed spirit — 

May heaven be shut for ever from my hopes. 

As from mine eyes I 

IJlr. But Stralcnlieim is dead. 

Wer. ’Tis horrible ! ’tis hideous, as ’tis hateful ! — 

But what have I to do with this ? 

Ulr. No bolt 

Is forced ; no violence can be detected. 

Save on his body. Part of his own household 
Have been alarm’d ; but as the intendaiit is 
Absent, I took upon myself the care 
Of mustering the police, llis chamber has. 

Past doubt, been enter’d secretly. Excuse me. 

If nature 

Wer. Oh, my boy ! \Uiat unknowm woes 
Of dark fatality, like clouds, are gathering 
Above our house ! 

Ulr. My father ! I acquit you ! 

But wiU the world do so ? will even the judge. 

If but you must away this instant. 

Wer. No ! 

I’ll face it. Who shall dare suspect me ? 

Ulr. . Yet 

You had no guests — no visiters — no life 
Breatliing around you, save my motlicr’s ? 

Wer. Ah ! 

The Hungarian ? 

Ulr. He is gone ! he disappear’d 

Ere sunset. 

Wer. No ; I liid him in that very 
Conceal’d and fatal gallery. 
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Ulr. There Til find him. 

[Ulric is going. 

Wer. It is too late : he had left the palace ere 
I quitted it. I found the secret panel 
Open^ and the doors wliich lend from tliat hall 
AVliich masks it : 1 but thought lie had siiatchM the silent 
And favourable moment to escape 
'J’he mvrinidojis of Idenstein, wlio were 

Uo£j^giiig him yester-even. * 

XJlr. You reclosed 

The panel ? 

Wer, Yes ; and not without reproach 
(And inner trembling for the avoided peril) 

At his dull heedlcssness, in leaving thus 
Ilis shelicrer's asylum to the risk 
Of a discovery. 

TJlr. Y ou are sure you closed it ? 

Wer, Certain. 

JJlr, That^s well ; but had been better, if 

You ne'er had turn'd it to a den for 

[Ut 

fFer, Thieves ! 

''J’hou wouldst say : I must bear it, and deserve it ; 

But not 

Ulr, No, father ; do not speak of this : 

This is no hour to think of petty crimes. 

But to prevent the consequence of great ones. 

Wliy would you shelter this man? 

Wer, Could I shun it ? 

A man pursued by my chief foe ; disgraced 
Bor my own crime ; a victim to wy safety, 
imploring a few hours' concealment from 
The very wretch who was the cause he needed 
Such refuge. Flad he been a wolf, I could not 
Have ill such circumstances thrust him forth. 

Ulr, And like the wolf he hath repaid you. But 
It is too late to ponder thus : — you must 
Set out ere dawn. I will remain here to 
Tiace the murderer, if 'tis possible. 

Wer, But this my sudden flight will give the Moloch 
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Suspicion : two new victims in the lieu 
Of one, if I remain. The fled Hungarian, 

Who seems the culprit, and 

TJlr, Who seems ? Who else 

Can be so ? 

Wer, Not Ij though just now you doubted — 

You, my son! — doubted 

Ulr. And do you doubt of him 

Tlie fugitive ? 

Wer. Boy ! since I fell into 

The abyss of crime (though Tiot of snch crime), I, 

Having seen the innocent oppress'd for me. 

May doubt even of the guilty's guilt. Y our heart 
Is free, and quick with virtuous wrath to accuse 
Appearances; and views a criminal 
In Innocence’s shadow, it may be, 

Because 'tis dusky. 

Ulr. And if I do so. 

What will mankind, who know you not, or knew 
But to oppress ? Y^ou must not stand the hazard. 

Away ! — I'll make all easy. Idenstein 
Will for his own sake and his jewel's hold 
His peace — he also is a partner in 

Your flight — moreover 

JFer. riy ! and leave my name 

Link'd vith the Hungarian's, or preferr'd as poorest, 

To bear the brand of bloodshed ? 

Ulr. Pshaw ! leave any thing 

Except our fathers' sovereignty and castles, 

Eor wdiicli you have so long panted, and in vain ! 

What name ? You have no name, since tluit you bear 
Is feign'd. 

Wer. Most true : but still I would not have it 
Engraved in crimson in men's memories. 

Though in this most obscure abode of men 

Besides, the search 

Ulr. I will provide against 

Aught that can touch you. No one knows you here 
As heir of Siegendorf : if Idensteiu 
Suspects, 'tis but suspicion, and he is 

VOL. V, V 
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A fool: his foil}? shall have such einployiiieut. 

Too, that the unknown Werner shall give way 
To nearer thoughts of self. The laws (if e'er 
Laws reacli'd this village) are all in abeyance 
With the late general war of thirty years, 

Or crushhl, oi rising slowly from the dust, 

To which the march of armies trampled them. 
IStralenheiin, althougli noble, is unheeded 
Here, save as siich — without lands, intlucnce, 

8ave what hath perish'd whth him. Tew prolong 
A Meek beyond their funeral rites their suay 
O'er men, unless by relatives, wliose interi'St 
Is roused : such is not here tlie case ; lie died 
Alone, unknown, — a solitary grave. 

Obscure as his deserts, without a scutcheon. 

Is all he'll have, or w^ants. If 1 discover 
The assassin, 'twill be well — if not, believe me, 

None else; though all the full-fed train of menials 
May IiovaI above his ashes (as tliey did 
Around him in his danger on tlie Oderj, 

Will no more stir a linger 'riow than then. 

Hence ! lienct' ' I must not hear your answer. — Look ! 
The stars are almost laded, and tlie grey 
llegins to grizzle the black liair of iiiglit. 

You shall not answer : — Pardon me that I 
Am ])eieniptory ; 'tis your son that speaks. 

Your long-lori-, late-found son. — Let's call my mother 1 
Softly and swiftly step, and leave the rest 
To me : I'll answer for the event as far 
As regards you, and that is tlie chief point. 

As my first duty, which shall be observed. 

We 11 meet ni Castle Siegcndorf — once more 
Our banners shall be glorious ! Tliink of that 
Alone, and leave all other thoughts to me, 

Whose youth may better battle with them — Hence ! 

And may your age be ha[)py ! — I will kiss 

My mother once more, then Heaven's speed be with you ! 

Wer^ This counsel's safe — but is it honourable ? 

UJ/r. To save a father is a child's chief honour. 
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(Scene I. — A Gothic Hall in the Castle of Siegendorfy Tiear Prague. 

Enter Eric and IIenrick, Betainers of the Coiint. 

3ric. So, better times arc come at last; to tliese 
Old walls new musters and Ingli assail — botli 
A long desideratum. 

lien. Yes, for masters, 

It might be unto those who long for novelty. 

Though made by a new' grave : but as for wassail, 
Methinks the old Count Siegcndorf maintained 
His feudal hospitality as high 
As e'er another prince of the empire. 

M'ic. Why 

For the mere cup and trencher, \\c no doubt 
Fared passing well ; but as for merriment 
And sport, without which salt and sauces season 
The cheer but scantily, our sizings wore 
Even of the narrowest. 

Hen. The old count loved not 

The roar of revel ; arc you sure tliat this does ? 

Uric. As yet he hath been courteous as he's bounteous. 
And w^c all love him. 

lien. His. reign is as yet 

Hardly a year o'erpast its honey -moon. 

And the first } ear of sovereigns is bridal : 

Anon, we shall perceive liis real sw'ay 
And moods of mind, 

Hiic. Pray Heaven he keep the present !" 

Then his brave son. Count Ulric — there's a knight 1 
Pity the wars are o'er I 

Hen. Why so? 

Eric. 

And answer that yourself. 


Look on him 1 
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Hen, IJe^s very youtliful, 

And strong and beautiful as a young tiger. 

Eric, Tliat^s not a faithful vassaFs likeness. 

Hen, But 

Perhaps a true one. 

Eric, Pity, as I said, 

Tlie M^ars are over : in the hall, who like 
Count Ulric for a well-supported pride, 

Wliicli awes, hut yet offends not ? in the field, » 

Who like him with his spear in hand, when, gnashing 

His tusks, ripping up from right to left 

The howling hounds, tlie boar makes for tlie thicket 

Who backs a horse, or bears a hawk, or wears 

A sM^ord like linn ? Whose ])lurne nods kiiightlier ? 

lieu. No one/s, I grant you. Do ne^ fear, if war 
Be long in coining, he is of that kind 
Will make it for himself, if he hath not 
Aln'ady done as much. 

Erie, What do yoi mean? 

Hen, You caii^t deny his train of folio wxts 
(B ut few our native fellow^- vassals born 
On the domain) are such a sort of knaves 
As 

fi’awfiw. 

Enc, What? 

Heti, The war (you love so much) leaves living. 

Like other parents, she spoils her worst children. 

Eric, Nonsense ! they are all brave iroii-visaged fellows, 

Such as old Tilly loved. 

Hen, And who loved Tilly ? 

Ask that at Magdebourg — or for that matter 

Wallenstein either ; — they are gone to 

Eric, llest ! 

But what beyond ^tis not ours to pronounce. 

Hen, I wish they had left us something of their rest : 

The country (nominally now at peace) 

Is over-run with — God knows w^ho : they fly 
By night, and disappear with sunrise ; but 
Leave us no less desolation, nay, even more. 

Than the most open warfare. 
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Eric, Blit Count Ulric — 

What has all this to do with him ? 

Hen, With liim ! 

He might prevent it. As you say he's fond * 

Of war, wliy makes he it not on those marauders ? 

Eric, You’d better ask himself. 

Hen, . I would as soon 

Ask the lion why he laps not milk. 

Eric, And here he comes ! 

Hen, The devil i you’ll hold your tongue ? 

Eric, Wliy do you turn so pale ? 

Ile7i, 'Tis nothing— but 

Be silent. 

Eric, I will, upon you have said. 

He7i, I assure you I meant iiolhing, — a mere sport 
Of words, no more; besides, had it been otherwise. 

He is to espouse tlie gende Ihironess 
Ida of Straleiiheim, the late briroii’s lunress; 

And she, no doubt, will sofUn \\hatsocver 
Of fierceness the late long intestine wars 
Have given all natures, einl most unto those 
Who were born in them, and bred up upon 
The knees of Homicide; sprinkled, as it v\cre. 

With blood eveiuat their baptism. Prithee, jii^ace 
On all that I have said ! 

ErUer UjiKio and ItoDOLi’ii. 

Good monow, count. 

Ulr, Good morrow, worthy Henrick. Eric, is 
All ready for the chase ? 

Eric, The dogs are ordei’d 

Down to the forest, and the vassals out 
To beat the bushes, and the day looks promising. 

Shall I call forth your excellency’s suite ? 

What courser will you please to mount ? 

Ulr, The dun, 

Walstein. 

Eric, I fear he scarcely has recover’d 
The toils of Monday ; 'tw^as a noble chase : 

You sj)car’d four with your own hand. 
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TJlr, True, good Eric ; 

I had forgotten — let it be the grey, tlien. 

Old Ziska : he lias not been out tliis fortnight. 

Brie, He shall be straight caparison'd. How many 
Of your immediate retainers shall 
Escort you ? 

Ulr, T leave that to Weilburgh, our 

Muster of the horse. 

\Exit E^io 


Eodolph ! 

Bod. My lord ! 

Ulr. TJie news 

Is awkward from the 

[Rodolph lioxnts to IIknuick. 


How now, Ileniick? \ihy 

Loiter you here ? 

lien. Eor your cominandy, lu;, loid. 

Uli\ Go to my fatlier, and present my duly, 

And learn if lie would aught with me before 
I mount. 

{Exit Hknriol 

Eodolph, our friends have had a clirck 
Upon the frontiers of Eranconia, and 
^Tis rumour’d tliat the column sent agi.inst them 
Is to be strengthen'd. I must join Lliem soon. 

Bod. Best wait for further and more sure advices. 

Ulr. I mean it — and indeed it could not well 
Have fallen out at a time more opposite 
To all my plans. 

Bod. It w ill be difficult 

To excuse your absence to tlie count your fatlier. 

Ulr. Yes, but the unsettled state of our doiudin 
In high Silesia will permit and cover 
My journey. In tlie mean time, w hen w'e are 
Engaged in the chase, draw off tlie eighty men 
Wliorn Wollfe leads — keep the forests on your route : 

You know it well ? 

Bod. As well as on that niglit 

When we 

Ulr. 




We will not speak of tliat until 
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We can repeat the same with like success : 

And when you have joiiiM, give Eosenberg this letter. 

[Gives a letter. 

Add further, that I have sent this slight addition 
To our force with you and Wolfle, as herald of 
My coining, tliough I could but sjiare them ill 
At this time, as my father loves to keep 
Tull numbers of retainers round the ensile, 

Until this marriage, and its fe.ists and fooleries. 

Are rung out with its pen! of nuptial nonsense. 

jRorl, I thought you loved the ladv Ida? 

Ulr. " Wliy, 

I do so — but it follo\^s not from Hint 
I w'ould bind in my }oii(h and gloiious )ears, 

So brief and burning, \mI1i a lady's zone. 

Although 'twere that of Venus : — but 1 love her, 

As wmman should be loved, fnifl\ and solely. 

Bod. And constantly ? 

Ulr. I think so ; for 1 love 

Nought else. — But I have not the time to pause 
Upon these geugaws of the heart, (ireat things 
We have to do ere long. Speed ! sjieed ' good Eodolph I 

Bod. On iny return, however, I si mil iind 
The Baroness Ida lost in Countess Siegendorf ? 

Ulr. Perhaps my father wishes it ; and sooth 
^Tis no bad policy : this union w ith 
The last bud of the rival branch at once 
Unites the future and destroys the past. 

Bod. Adieu. 

Ulr. Yet hold — we had better keep together 

Until the chase begins ; then draw thou off. 

And do as 1 have said. 

Bod. 1 will. But to 

Return — Twas a most kind act in the count 
Your father to send up to Konigsberg 
Por this fair orphan of the baron, and 
To hail her as his daughter. 

Ulr. Wondrous kind ! 

Especially as little kindncwss till 
Then grew betw^een them. 
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Rod. The late baron died 

Of a fever, did he not ? 

TJlf. How should I know ? 

Rod. I have heard it whispered there was something strange 
About his death — and even the place of it 
Is scarcely known, 

Ulr. Some obscure village on 

Tlie Saxon or Silesian frontier. 

Rod. He 

Has left no testament — no farewell words ? 

Ulr. I am neither confessor nor notary. 

So cannot say. 

Rod. Ah ! here’s the lady Ida. 


Enter Ida Straleniibim. 

Ulr. You are early, my sweet cousin ! 

Ida. Not too early. 

Dear Ulric, if I do not interru])t you. 

Why do you call me cousin ? ” 

IJlr. {smiling\ Are we not so? 

Ida. Yes, but T do not like the name ; methinks 
It sounds so cold, as if you thouglit upon 
Our pedigree, and only weigh’d our blood. 

TJlr. (starting). Blood ! 

Ida. AVliy does yours start from your cheeks ? 

Ulr. Ay ! doth it ? 

Ida. It doth — but no ! it rushes like a torrent 
Even to your brow again. 

Ulr. (recovering himself). And if it fled. 

It only w^as because your presence sent it 

Back to my lieart, which beats for you, sweet cousin ! 

Ida. Cousin ” again. 

Ulr. Nay, then. I’ll call you sister. 

Ida. I like that name still worse. — Would we had ne’er 
Been aught of kindred ! 

Ulr. (gloomilf). Would we never had ! 

Ida. Oh, heavens ! and can you wish that ? 

Ulr. 

Did I not echo your own wish ? 


Dean ^t Ida ! 
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Ida, Yes, Ulnc, 

But then I wisVd it not with such a glance. 

And scarce knew what I said ; but let me be 
Sister, or cousin, what you will, so that 
1 still to you am something. 

Ulr, You shall be 

All— all 

Ida. And you to me are so already ; 

But I can wait. 

Ulr. Dear Ida ! 

IddL. Call me Ida, 

Your Ida, for I would be yours, tioiic else^s — 

Indeed I have none else left, since my poor father — 


[5/ic pauses. 

Ulr. You have mine — you have me. 

Ida. Dear Ulric, how I wish 

My father could but view my happiness. 

Which w ants but this ! 

Ulr. Indeed ! 

Ida. Y'ou would have loved him. 

He you ; for the brave ever love each other ; 

His manner was a little cold, Iiis spirit 
Proud (as is birth^s prerogative) ; but under 

This grave exterior Would you had known each other! 

Had such as you been near him on his journey. 

He had not died without a friend to soothe 
His last and lonely moments. 

Ulr. Who says that ? 

Ida. What? 

Ulr. That he died alone. 

Ida. Tlie general rumour^ 

And disappearance of his servants, who 
Have ne^er return^ : that fever was most deadly 
Which sw^ept them all aw^ay. 

Ulr, If they were near him. 

He could not die neglected or alone. 

Ida. Alas 1 what is a menial to a death-bed, 

When the dim eye rolls vainly round for what 
It loves ? — They say he died of a fever. 
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Ulr, Say ! 

It was so. 

Ida, I sometimes dream otherwise. 

Ulr. All dreams are false. 

Ida, And yet I see him as 

I sec you. 

Ulr, Where ? 

Ida. In sleep — I see liim lie » 

Pale, bleeding, and a man with a raised knife 
Beside him. 

Ulr. But you do not see his ^ 

Ida [looking at him). No 1 Oh, my Cod ! do you ? 

Ulr, Why do yon ask ? 

^Ida, Because you look as if you saw a murderer ! 

Ulr. [agitatedly), Ida, this is mere childishness; your M’eak- 
11 ess 

Infects me, to my shame : but as all feelings 
Of yours arc common to me, it affects me. 

Prithee, sweet child, change 

Ida, Child, indeed ! I have 

Pull fifteen summers ! 

[A hiifjle sounds. 

Hod. Hark, my lord, the bugle ! 

Ida [peevishly to Rodolph). Why need you tell him that? 
Can he not hear it 
Without your echo ? 

Hod, Pardon me, fair baroness ! 

Ida. I wdll not pardon you, unless you earn it 
By aiding me in my dissuasion of 
Count Ulric from the chase to-day. 

l^d^ You will not. 

Lady, need aid of mine. 

Ulr. I must not now 

Porego it. 

Ida. But you shall ! 

Ulr. Shall ! 

^ Ida. Yes, or be 

No true knight. — Come, dear Ulric ! yield to me 
In iliis, for this one day; the day looks heavy. 

And you are luri/rl so pale and ill. 
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Ulr. You jest. 

Ida, Indeed I do not : — ask of Rodolpli. 

B,od. Truly, 

My lord, witliin tliis quarter of an hour 

You have changed more than e^er I saw you change 

In years. 

TJlr, ^Tis nothing ; but if ^twere, the air 
Would soon restore me. Tm tlie true cameleon, 

And live but on the atrnospliere ; your feasts 
In castle halls, and social banquets, nurse not 
My spirit — I^m a forester aiid brcatlier 
Of the steep mountaiii-to])s, wl)ere 1 love all 
The eagle loves. 

Ida, Except his prey, I hope. 

JJlr, Sweet Ida, wish me a fair chase, and I 
Will bring you six boars' bends for trophie> liome. 

Ida. And will you not stav, then? You shall not go I 
Come ! I will sing to yc u. 

Ulr. Ida, you scarcely 

Will make a soldier’s wufe. 

Ida. I do not wish 

To be so ; for I trust these wars are over, 

Aud you will live in peace on your domains. 

Enter Werner as Count Siegendorp. 

Ulr. My father, I salute you, and it grieves me 
With such brief greeting. — You have heard our bugle ; 
The vassals wait. 

Sleg. So let them. — You forget 

To-morrow is the appointed festival 
In Prague for peace restored. You are apt to follow 
The chase with such an ardour as will scarce 
Permit you to return to-day, or if 
Return'd, too much fatigued to join to-morrow 
The nobles in our marshall'd ranks. 

Ulr, You, count, 

Will well supply the place of both — I am not 
A lover of these pageantries. 

Sieg, No. Ulric ; 
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It were not well that you alone of all 

Our young nobility 

Ida, And far tlie noblest 

In aspect and demeanour. 

Sieff. [to Ida). True, dear child, 

Though somewhat frankly said for a fair damsel. — 

But, Ulric, recollect too our position. 

So lately reinstated in our honours. 

Believe me, ^twould be inarkM in Jiny house. 

But most in ours, that one should be found anting 
At such a time and place. Besides, the Heaven 
Which gave us back our own, in the same moment 
It spread its peace o'er all, hath double cl. urns 
On us for thanksgiving : lirst, for our country ; 

And next, that we arc here to share its blessings. 

Ulr. [aside). Devout, too ! Well, sir, 1 obey at once. 

[Then aland to a servant.) Lud\Mg, dismiss the tram without ! 

[Exit Ludwig. 

Ida. And so 

You yield at once to him what I for hours 
Might sup])licate in vain. 

Sieg. [smiling). You are not jealous 

Of me, 1 trust, my pretty rebel ! who 
Would sanction disobedience against all 
Except thyself ? But hnir not ; thou shalt rule him 
Hereafter witli a fonder sway and firrncT. 

Ida. But I should like to govern naiv. 

Sieg. You shall. 

Your harj), which by the way awaits you with 
The countess in her chamber. She complains 
That you are a sad truant to your music : 

She attends you. 

Ida. Then good morrow^, my kind kinsmen ! 

Ulric, youTl come and hear me ? 

Ulr. By and by. 

Ida. Be sure FlI sound it better than your bugles; 

Then pray you be as punctual to its notes -. 

ITl play you King Gustavns’ march. 

Ulr. 

0\d Tilly’s? 


xViul why not 
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Ida, Not that monster's ! I should think 
My harp-strings rang with groans, and not with music, 

Could aught of his sound on it : — but come quickly ; 

Tour mother will be eager to receive you. 

[Exk Ida. 

Sieg. Ulric, I wish to speak with you alone. 

UIt. My time's your vassal. — 

{Aside io IIodolpii.) Bodolph, hence ! and do 
As I directed : and by his best speed 
And readiest means let Iwosenberg reply. 

Rod. Count Siegendorf, command you aught ? I am bound 
Upon a journey past the frontier. 

Sleg. {sfarts). Ah ! — 

Where ? on what frontier ? 

Rod. The Silesian, on 

My way — [Aside to Ulric.) — Where shall I say ? 

Ulr. [aside to Rodolph). To Tlamburgli. 

[Aside to hunself.) That 
Word will, I think, put a firm padlock on 
His further inquisition. 

Rod, Count, to Hamburgh. 

Sieg. [agitated). Hamburgh ! No, I have nought to do 
there, nor 

Am aught connected with that city. Then 
God speed you ! 

Rod. Fare ye well, Count Siegendorf! 

\E7At Rcdolph. 

Sieg. Ulric, this man, who has just departed, is 
One of those strange companions whom I fain 
Would reason with you on. 

TJlr. My lord, he is 

Noble by birth, of one of the first houses 
In Saxony. 

Sieg. I talk not of his birth. 

But of his bearing. Men speak lightly of him. 

Ulr. So tliej will do of most men. Even the monarch 
Is not fenced from liis chamberlain's slander, or 
The sneer of the last courtier whom he has made 
Great and ungrateful. 

Sieg. 


If 1 must be plain, 
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The world speaks more than lightly of this Rodolpb : 
They say he is leagued with the '' black bands ” who still 
Bavage the frontier. 

Uh. And will you believe 

The world ? 

Sieg, In this case — yes. 

Ulr, 111 any case, 

I thought you knew it better than to take 
An accusation for a sentence. 

Sieg. Son ! 

I understand you : you refer to but 

My destiny has so involved about me 

Her spider W’eb, that I can only flutter 

Like the poor fly, but break it not. Take heed, 

Ulric ; you have seen to what the passions led me : 
Twenty long years of misery and famine 
Quenched them not — twenty thousand more, perchanco. 
Hereafter (or even here in moments wdiich 
Might date for years, did Anguish make the dial) 

May not obliterate or expiate 

The madness and dishonour of an instant. 

Ulric, be warn'd by a father ! — I w^as not 
By mine, and you beliold me ! 

Ulr. I behold 

The prosperous and beloved Siegendorf, 

Lord of a prince's appanage, and honour'd 
By those he rules and those he ranks with. 

Sieg. Ah I 

Why wilt thou call me prosperous, w hile I fear 
For thee? Beloved, when tliou lovest me not I 
x\ll hearts but one may beat in kindness for me — 

But if my son's is cold ! 

Ulr. Who dare say that ? 

Sieg. None else but I, who see it— eel it — keener 
Than would your adversary who dared say so. 

Your sabre in his heart ! But mine survives 
The wound. 

Ulr. You err. My nature is not given 

To outward fondling : how should it be so. 

After twelve years' divorcement from niy parents P 
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Siet/', And did not I too pass those twelve torn years 
In a like absence? But ^tis vain to urge’you — 
Nature was never call'd back by remonstrance. 

Let's change the theme. I wish you to consider 
That these young violent nobles of high name. 

But dark deeds (ay, the darkest, if all Rumour 
Keports be true), with whom thou consort est. 

Will lead thee 

TJlr, {iimpaiienily). I'll be led by no man. 

Sleg, Nor 

Be leader of such, I wmuld liojie : at once 
To w^ean thee from the perils of thy youth 
And hauglity spirit, 1 liaye thought it w^ell 
That thou shouldst wed tlie lady Ida — more 
As tliou appe.ir'st to love her. 

Ulr, I have said 

I will obey your orders, wxre they to 
Unite with Hecate — can a son sii^ more? 

S\eg. He says too much in saying this. It is not 
The nature of thine age, nor of thy blood. 

Nor of thy tern])erament, to talk so coolly, 

Or act so carelessly, in that which is 
Tlie bloom or blight of all men's happiness, 

(For Glory's pillow is but restless, if 

Love lay not down liis cheek there) : some strong bias, 

Some master fiend is in thy service, to 

Misrule the mortal who believes him slave. 

And makes his every thought subservient ; else 
Thou'dst say at once — I love young Ida, and 
Will w’ed her ; " or, “ I love her not, and all 
The powers of earth shall never make me." — So 
Would I have answer'd. 

TJIt, Sir, ym wed for love, 

Sieg. I did, and it has been my only refuge 
In many miseries. 

Ulr, Which miseries 

Had never been but for this love-match. 

Sieg. ^ Still 

Against your age and nature ! Who at twenty 
E'er answer'd thus till now ? 
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UCt. Did you not warn me 

Against your own example ? 

Sieg, Boyish sophist ! 

In a word, do you love, or love not, Ida ? 

Ulr. What matters it, if I am ready to 
Obey you in espousing her ? 

Sieg, As far 

As you feel, notlniig, but all life for her. 

She's young — all-beautiful — adores you — is » 

Endow'd with qualities to give happiness. 

Such as rounds common life into a dream 
Of something which your poets cannot paint. 

And (if it w^ere not wisdom to love virtue) 

For mIucIi Philosophy might barter Wisdom; 

And giving so much happiness, deserves 
A little m return. I would not have her 
Break her heart for a man who has none to break ! 

Or wither on her stalk like some pale rose 
Deserted by the bird she thougiit a nightingale. 

According to the Orient tale. She is 

Ulr, The daughter of dead Stralenheim, your foe : 

I'll wed her, ne'erthelcss ; though, to say truth, 

Just now I am not violently transported 
111 favour of such unions. 

Sieg. But she loves you. 

Ulr. And I love her, and therefore w^ould tliink fuHce, 
Sieg. Alas I Love never did so. 

Ulr. Then 'tis time 

He should begin, and take tlie bandage from 
His eyes, and look before he leaps ; till now 
He hath ta'en a jump i' the dark. 

Sieg. But you consent ? 

Ulr. I did, and do. 

Sieg. Then fix the day. 

Ulr. 'Tis usual. 

And certes courteous, to leave that to the lady. 

Sieg. I will engage for her. 

Ulr. So will not I 

For any woman : and as what I fix, 

I fain would see unshaken, when she gives 
Her answer, I'll give mine. 
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St eg. J^ut 'l-is your office 

To woo. 

Ulr, Count, Tis a marriage of your making. 

So be it of your wooing j but to please you, 

1 will now pay iny duty to my mother, 

With whom, you know, the lady Ida is. — 

What would you have? You liave forbid my stirring 
Por manly sports beyond the caslle walls. 

And I obey ; you bid me turn a chamberer, 

To pick up gloves, and fans, and knitting-needle^, 

And list to songs and tunes, and watch for siruh's, 

And smile at pretty jirattle, and look into 
The eyes of feminine, as though they were 
The stars receding early io our wish 
Upon the da\An of a world-winning battle — 

What can a son or man do more ^ 

[hdi( Ulrio. 

S'teg. (holns). Too much I — 

T'oo nmch of dul\, and too little love ! 

Jle pa}s me iii the com he owes me not : 

Tor such hath been niy wa\ ward* fate, 1 eonld not 
Pulfil a parent's duties by his side 
Till now ; but love he owes me, lor iiiy thoughts 
Ke'er Jelt him, nor my eyes long'd without tears 
To see my cliild again, and now 1 Jiave found liim I 
Jlut how — ol)(‘dient, but with coldness; duteous 
Jn my sight, but with carelessness; inysteiiuus — 

Abstracted — distant — much gueii to long absence. 

And whore — none know^ — in league with the most riotous 
Of our young nobles; though, to do him justice. 

He never stoops down to their vulgar pleasures ; 

Yet there's some* tie belwecm them winch 1 can not 
Unravel. They look up to liim — consult liim — 

Throng round liim as a leader : but with me 
He hath no confidence ! Ah ! can I hope it 
After — what 1 doth my father's curse descend 
Even to my child ? Or is the Hungarian near 
To shed more blood ? or — Oli ! if it should be ! 

Spirit of Straleiiheiin, dost thou walk these w'alls 
To wither liim and his — wTio, though they slew not, 

VOIi. V. 
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TJnlatcVd the door of dcatli for tlice ? ^Tvvas Hot 
Our fault, nor is our sin : tliou M crt our foe, 

And yet I spared thee avIicii iny own destruction 
Slept with thee, to awake with tliiiie awakening ! 
And only took — Accursed gold ! tliou liest 
Like poison ill my liands ; I dare not use thee. 

Nor part from thee; tliou canicst in such a guise, 
Meilnnks thou Mouldst contaminate all hands 
Like mine. Yet 1 have done, to atone for thee. 
Thou villanous gold I and thy dead master's doom. 
Though he died not by me oi mine, as much 
As if he wi're my brotluT ! I h.ave ta'en 
Ills or|)hMii Ida — cherisliM hei as one 
Who will be mine. 


Enter an Attendant. 

/lilcn. The abbot, if it please 

Your excellency, whom you sent for, waits 
Upon you. 

[Eodi Attendant. 

Enter the Pmon Albert. 

Prior. Peace be with these walls, and all 

Within them ! 

S'feg. Welcome, welcome, holy faiher ! 

And may thy prayer be heard ! — all men have need 
Of such, and I 

Prior. Have tlie first claim to all 

The prayers of our community. Our convent. 

Erected by your ancestors, is still 
Protected by their children. 

Yes, good father; 

Continue daily orisons for us 

In these dim days of heresies and blood. 

Though the schismatic Swede, Gustavus, is 
Gone home. 

Prior. To the endless home of unbelievers. 

Where there is everlasting wail and woe. 

Gnashing of teeth, and tears of blood, and fire 
Eternal, and the worm which dietli not ! 
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Sleg, True, father : and to avert those pangs from one. 
Who, though of our most faultless hob' uhurcli. 

Yet died without its last and dearest oillces. 

Which smooth the soul through purgatorial pains, 

I have to offer humbly this donation 
In masses for his spirit. 

[SiEOENDORF ojfers the gold which he had taken from Stralenheiv. 

Prior, Count, if I 

Receive it, ^tis because I know too well 
Refusal would offend you. Rc assured 
The largess shall be only dealt in alms. 

And every mass no less sung for the dead. 

Our house needs no donations, thanks to yours, 

Which has of old endowM it \ but from you 
And yours in all meet things ^tis fit we obey. 

Tor whom shall mass be said ^ 

Sieg, [faltering). Tor — for — tlie dead. 

Prior. Ills name ? 

Sieg. ^Tis fiom a soul, and not a name, 

1 would avert perdition. 

Prior. I meant not 

To pry into your secret. We will jiray 
Tor one unknown, the same as for the proudest. 

Sieg. Secret 1 i have none : but, father, he who^s gone 
Might have one ; or, in short, he did becpieath — 

No, not bequeath — but I bestow this sum 
Tor pious purposes. 

Prior. A proper deed 

In the behalf of our departed friends. 

Sieg. 13ut he who^s gone was not my friend, but foe, 

The deadliest and the stanchest. 

Prior. Bet tea* still! 

To employ our means to obtain heaven for the souls 
Of our dead enemies is wmrthy those 
Who can forgive them living. 

Sieg. But I did not 

Torgive this man. 1 loathed him to the last. 

As he did me. I do not love him now, 

But — — 

Prior. Best of all 1 for this is pure religion 1 
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You fain would rescue him you liate from hell — 

An evangelical compassion — with 
Your own gold loo ! 

Slcy, Tatlier, 'tis not my gold. 

J'rlor. AVhosp, then? You snid it w^as no legacy. 

Slcf/. No matter whose — of Ihis be sure, that he 
AYlio ovviiM it never more will need it, save 
In tliat which it may purchase from your altars : 

’Tis yours, or theirs. ^ 

Prior. Is there no blood upon it ? 

Sle^. No ; but there's worse than blood — eternal shame ! 

Prior. Did* he who own'd it die in his led! 

Sieq. • Alas ! 

He did. 

Prior. Son ! you relapse into revenge, 

If you regiet }Our enemy’s bloodless death. 

Sieg. His death was fathomlessly deep in blood. 

Prior. You said lie died in Ins bed, not battle. 

Skg. He 

Died, I scarce know — but — he w'as stabb'd i’ the dark. 

And now you have it — perish'd on his pillow 
By a cut-throat ! — Ay ! — you may look upon me ! 

I am not the man. I’ll meet your eye on that point, 

As I can one day God’s. 

Prior. Nor did he die 

By means, or men, or instrument of yours ? 

Sleg. No! by the God wdio secs and strikes! 

Prior. Nor know you 

Who slew him? 

Steg. I could only guess at one, 

And he to me a stranger, unconnected. 

As unemploy'd. Except by one day's knowledge, 

I never saw the man who was suspected. 

Prior. Then you are free from guilt. 

Sieg. [engerly). Oh ! am\ ? — say I 

Prior. You have said so, and know best. 

^ieg. Father I I have spoken 

The truth, and nought but truth, if not the whole ; 

Yet say I am not guilty ! for the blood 
Of this man weighs on me, as if I shed it, 



y 

tHURB I.] 


WERNER. 


22 » 


Thougli, by the Power who abhorreth human blood, 

I did not !— nay, once spared it, when I miglit 
And could— ij, perhaps, skould (if our self-safety 
]3e e’er excusable in such defences 
Against the attacks of over-potent foes) : 

But pray for him, for me, and all my house ; 

Por, as i said, though I be innocent, 

I know not why, a hke remorse is on me, 

As if he had fallen by me or mine. Pray for me, 

Pathcr ! I have pray’d myself in vain. 

Prior, 1 will. 

Be comforted ! You are innocent, and should 
Be calm as innocence. 

Sieg, Bnt calmness is not 

Always the attributive of innocence. 

I feel it is not. 

Prior. But it will be so, 

When the mind gathers up its truth within it. 

Remember the great festival to-morrow. 

In which you rank amidst our chiefest nobles. 

As well as your brave sou ; and smooth your aspect, 

Nor in the general orison of thanks 
Por bloodshed stopt, let blood you shed not rise 
A cloud upon your thoughts. Tins were to be 
Too sensitive. Take comfort, and forget 
Such things, and leave remorse unto the guilty. 

\£xmt, 
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SoBNF I. — A large and magnificent Gothic Hall in the Castle of Siegtndorf 
decorated with Trophies, Banners^ and Arms of that Family. 

Enter Arnheim and Meister, attendants of Count Siegenuorf. 

Am. Be quick ! the count will soon return : the ladies 
Already are at tlie portal. Have you sent 
The messengers in search of liim he seeks for? 

Meis. I have, in all directions, over Prague, 

As far as tlic man^s dress and figure could 
By your description track him. The devil take 
These revels and processions ! All the pleasure 
(If such there be) must fall to the spectators. 

Pm sure none doth to us who make the show. 

Ar9i. Go to ! my lady countess comes. 

Meis. I'd rather 

Bide a day^s hunting on an outworn jade, 

Than follow in the train of a great man. 

In these dull pageantries. 

Am. Begone ! and rail 

Within. 

[Eu.cunt. 

Enter the Countess Josephine Siegendorf and Ida Straleniieim. 

Jos. Well, Heaven be praised ! the show is over. 

Ida. Hoav can you say so ? Never have I dreamt 
Of auglit so beautiful. The flowers, the boughs. 

The banners, and the nobles, and the knights, 

The gems, the robes, the plumes, the happy faces, 

The coursers, and the incense, and the sun 
Streaming through the stain'd windows, even the tombs, 

Which look’d so calm, and the celestial hymns. 

Which seem'd as if they rather came from heaven 
Than mounted ihcre. The bursting organ's peal 
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Eolling on high like an harmonious tliuiiclcr; 

The white robes and the lifted eyes ; the world 
At peace ! and all at peace with one another ! 

Oh, my sweet mother ! 

[Embracing JosKl'lllNK. 

Jos. My beloved child ! 

For such, I trust, thou shalt be shortly. 

Ida, Oh ! 

I am so already. Feel how my heart beats ! 

Jos, It does, my love ; and never may it throb 
With aught more bitter. 

Ida, Never shall it do so ! 

How slionld it ? What should make us grieve ? 1 liattj 

To hear of sorrow : how can we be sad. 

Who love eacli other so entirely? You, 

The count, and Ulric, and your daughter Ida. 

Jos, Poor child ! 

Ida, Do you pity me ? 

Jos, No: I but envy, 

And that in sorrow, not in the world’s sense 
Of the universal vice, if one vice be 
More general than another. 

Ida, I’ll not hear 

A word against a world which still contains 
You and my Ulric. Did you ever see 
Aught like him ? ITow he tower’d amongst them all ! 

How all eyes follow’d liim ! The flowers fell faster — 

Eain'd from each lattice at his feet, inethought. 

Than before all llie rest ; and where he trod 
I dare be sworn that they grow still, nor e’er 
Will wither. 

Jos, You will sjioil him, little flatterer. 

If he sliould hear you. 

Ida, But he never will. 

I dare not say so much to him — I fear linn. 

Jos, Why so ? he loves you well. 

Ida, But I can never 

Shape my thoughts of him into words to him : 

Besides, he sometimes frightens me. 

Jos, 


How so ? 
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Ida, A cloud comes o'er liis blue eyes suddenly, 

Yet he says nothing. 

Jos. It is notliing : all men. 

Especially in these dark troublous times. 

Have much to think of. 

Ida, But I cannot think 

Of aught save him. 

Jos. Vet there are other men. 

In the world's eye, as goodly. There's, for instance, » 

The young Count Waldorf, who scarce once withdrew 
Ills eyes from yours to-day. 

Ida. I did not see him. 

But [Jlnc. Did you not see at the moment 
When all knelt, and 1 wept? and vet inethought. 

Through my fast tears, though they were thick and warm, 

I saw him smiling on me. 

Jos. I could not 

See aught save heaven, to winch my eyes were raised. 

Together wuh the people's. 

Ida. I thought too 

Of heaven, although I look'd on Ulric. 

Jos. C’ome, 

Let us retire ! they will be liere anon 
Expectant of the banquet. We will Li} 

Aside these nodding filumes and dragging trains. 

Ida. And, above all, these slitf and heavy jeuels, 

Which make my head and heart ache, as both throb 
Beneath their glitter o'er my brow and zone. 

Dear mother, I am with you. 

Eni(;T C-ouNr Siegendokf, in full dress, fiom the solemnity, and Lupwia. 

Steg. Is he not found? 

Lnd. Strict search is making every where ; and if 
The man he in Prague, be sure lie will be found. 

Sieg. AVhere's Ulric ? 

Ztid. He rode round the otlier way 

With some young nobles; but he left them soon; 

And, if I err not, not a minute since 
I heard his excellency, with his train. 

Gallop o'er the west drawbridge. ^ 
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Enter Ulric, splendidly dressed. 

Sleg, [to Ludwig). See they cease not 

Their quest of him I have described. 

Ludwkj. 

Oh, Ulric ! 

How have I long’d for thee ! 

Ulr. Your wish is granted — 

Beliold me ! 

Sieg, I have seen the murderer. 

Ulr. Whom ? Where ? 

Tlie Hungariaii, who slew Straleiiheim. 

Ulr. You dream. 

S/eg. 1 live ! and as T live, I saw him — 

Heard him ! he dared to uder even my name. 

{/Ir. Wliatname? 

S/eg. Werner ! mine. 

U/e. It must be so 

No more : forget it. 

Sieg. Never! never! all 

My destinies were woven in that name : 

It will not be engraved upon my tomb, 

Eut it may lead me there. 

Ulr. To the point the Hungarian? 

Sieg. Listen ! — The churcli was tlirong’d : the hymn was 
raised ; 

Te Beuni ” jjeal’d from nations ratlier than 
Trorn choirs, in one great cry of “God be praised” 

Tor one dav’s peace, after thrice ten dread years, 

J^iHcli bloodier than tlie former : I arose, 

With all the nobles, and as I lookM down 
Along the lines of lifted faces, — from 
Our banner’d and escutcheon’d gallery, I 
Saw, like a flash of lightning (for I saw 
A moment and no more), wdiat struck me sightless 
To all else — the Hungarian’s face I I grew 
Sic): ; and when I recover’d from the mist 
Which curl’d about my senses, and again 
Look’d down, I saw him not. The thanksgiving 
Was over, and we march’d back in procession. 

Ulr. Continue. 
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Sieg. 'VVlicii we reach'd the Muldaii's bridge. 

The joyous crowd above, the numberless 
Barks inann'd with revellers in their best garbs, 

Which sliot along the glancing tide below. 

The decorated street, tlie long array. 

The clashing music, and the thundering 
Of far artillery, which sceiri'd to bid 
A long and loud farewell to its great doings. 

The standards o'er me, and the tramplings round, 

The roar of rushing thousands, — all — all could not 
Chase tliis iriaii from iny mind, although my senses 
No longer held him palpable. 

Ulr. You saw him 

No more, then ^ 

8ieg, 1 look'd, as a d}ing soldier 

Looks at a draught of water, for this man ; 

But still I saw linn not ; but in Ins stead 

Ulr. AVhat in his stead? 

Sleg. My eye for ever fell 

Upon your dancing cn'st ; the loftiest. 

As on the loftiest and the loveliest head. 

It rose the highest of the stream of j)l nines. 

Which overflow'd tlie glittering streets of Braguc*. 

Ulr. Wliiit's this to the Hungarian ? 

Sieg. Much ; for I 

Had almost then forgot him in my son ; 

When just as the artillery ceased, and paused 
The music, and the ci’owd embraced in lieu 
Of shouting, 1 heard in a deep, low voice, 

Distinct and keener far upon my car 

Than the late cannon's volume, this word — Werner 

Ulr. Utter'd by 

Sieg. Him ! I turn'd — and saw — and fell. 

Ulr. And wherefore ? Were you seen ? 

Sieg. The officious care 

Of those around me dragg'd me from the spot, 

Seeing my faintness, ignorant of the cause : 

You, too, were too remote in the procession 
(Tlie old nobles being divided from their children) 

To aid me. 
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Ulr, But ril Mid you now. 

Sleg, In wliat } 

Ulr. In searching for this man, or When he’s found. 

What shall we do with him ? 

Sieg. I know not that. 

Ulr. Then wherefore seek? 

Sieg. Ih^-cause I cannot rest 

Till he is found. Ilis fate, and Stralcnheim’s, 

And ours, seem intertwisted ! nor can be 
Uiiraveird, till 

Enter an Attendant. 

Allen. A stranger to wait on 

Your excellency. 

^ieg. Who ? 

Alien. lie gave no name. 

Sieg. Admit him, nevertheless. 

\Tlie Attendant introduces Gabor, and afterwards exit. 

Ah! 

Gab. v^is til en Werner ! 

Sieg. {hangJdilg). The same you knew, sir, by that name; and 
you ! 

Gab. {looking round). 1 recognise you both: father and son. 

It seems. Count, 1 have heard that you, or yours, 

Have lately been in search of me : I am here. 

Sieg. I have sought you, and have found you : you are charged 
(Your own heart may inform you why) with such 
A crime as 

[//c paases. 

Gab. Give it utterance, and then 

ril meet the consequences. 

Sieg. You shall do so — 

Unless 

Gab. First, who accuses me ? 

Sieg. All things. 

If not all men : the universal rumour — 

My own presence on the spot — the place — the time — 

And every speck of circumstance unite 
To fix the blot on you. 
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Gab. And on me only ? 

Pause ere you answer : is no other name. 

Save mine, staiiiM in this business ? 

^leg. Trifling villain ! 

Wlio plny'st with tliine own guilt ! Of all that breathe 
Thou best dost know tlie innocence of him 
^Gainst whom thy breatli would blow thy bloody slander. 
But I will talk no further witli a wretcli, ’ 

Purthcr tlian justice asks. Answer at once, 

And without quibbling, to my charge. 

Gah. ^Tis fal^e ! 

S'len. Who says so ? 

Gah. I. 


S\e(). And how disprove it ? 

Gab. By 

The ]wesence of the murderer. 

S\eq. Name him. 

Gah. He 

May liave more names tlian one. Your lordship had so 
( )iice on a time. 

Steg. If you mean me, I dare 

Your utmost. 

Gab. You may do so, and in safety; 

I know the assassin. 

8leg. Where is he ? 

Gab. {^pointing to Ulkic). Jleside you ! 


[CTliuo riLslies forivard to attack Gabob ; Siegendorf interpotes. 

Sieg. Liar and fiend ! but you shall not be slam ; 

These walls are mine, and }ou are safe within them. 

{He luma to Ulric. 

LTric, repel tliis calumny, as I 

Will do. I avow it is a growth so monstrous, 

^ could not deem it earth-born : but be calm ; 

Ah will refute itself. But touch him not. 


[Uluic endeavours to compose himself. 

Gab. Look at hiftij count, and then hear me. 

Sieg. {first to Gabor, and then looking at Uluic). 

I hear thee. 

My God ! you look 
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IJlr, How ? 

Sieg, As on tliat dread night. 

When wc met in tlie garden. 

Ulr, [composing himself). It is nothing. 

Gah. Count, you are bound to hear me. I came hither 
Not seeking you, but sought. When I knelt down 
Amidst the people in the cliurch, I dreamM not 
To find the beggarM Werner in the seat 
Of senators and princes ; but you have called me, 

And we liave met. 

&ieg. Go on, sir. 

Gah, Ei-e I do so, 

Allow me to impure, wlio profited 

Ily Stralenlieinfs death ? Was't I — as poor as ever; 

And poorer by sus])icion on my name ! 

The baron lost in that last outiage neither 
Jewels nor gold ; his life alone was sought, — 

A life which stood between the claims of others 
To honours and estates scarce less than princely. 

Sieg, These hints, as vague as vain, attach no less 
To me than to my son. 

Gah, I canT help that. 

But let the consequence alight on him 
Who feels himself the guilty one amongst us. 

I speak to you. Count Sicgendorf, because 
1 know you innocent, and deem you just. 

But ere I can proceed — dare you protect me ? 

Dare you command me ? 

[SiEGENDORP/nsis looks at the Humgarian^ and then at Ulrio, who 
has unbuckled his sabre^ and is drawing lines with it on the 
floor — still in its sheath. 

Ulr. [looks at his father^ and saySy) Let the man go on ! 

Gah. I am unarm'd, count — bid your son lay down 
His sabre. 

Ulr. [offers it to him contemptuously). Take it, 

Gah. No, sir, 'tis enough 

That we are both unarmM — I would not choose 
To wear a steel which may be stain’d with more 
Blood than came there in battle* 
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Ulr, [casU the sabre from, him in contempt^. It — or some 
Such other weapon, in my hand — spared yours 
Once, when disarmM and at iny mercy. 

Gab, True — 

I have not forgotten it : you spared me for 
Your own especial purpose — to sustain 
An ignominy not my own. 

Vlr, Proceed. 

The tale is doubtless worthy the relater. 

But is it of my father to hear further ? 

\To SlKaENDORP. 


&leg, [takes his son bi/ the hand). My son, I know my own 
innocence, and doul)t not 

Of yours — but 1 have promised this man patience ; 

Let liim continue. 

Gab, I will not detain you, 

By speaking of myself much : I began 

Life early — and am what the world lias made me. 

At Praiikfort on the Oder, v here 1 pass'd 
A winter in obscurity, it was 
My chance at several jilaces of resort 
(V\niich I frequented suinetimcs, but not often) 

To hear related a strange circumstance 
In February last. A martial foree. 

Sent by the state, Iiad, after strong resistance. 

Secured a band of desperate men, snf)]iosed 
Marauders from the hostile camp.— They provtd. 

However, not to be so— but banditti. 

Whom either accident or enterprise 

Had carried from their usual haunt— the forests 

Which skirt Bohemia — even into Lusatia. 

Many amongst them were reported of 
High rank— and martial law slept for a lime. 

At last they were escorted o'er the frontiers. 

And placed beneath the civil jurisdiction 
Of the free town of Frankfort. Of their fkte 
1 know no more. 


And what is this to Ulric ? 
Amongst them there was said to be one man 
Ut wonderful endowmpiits birth and fortune. 
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Youth, strength, and beauty, almost superhuman, 

And courage as unrivalled, were proclaimed 
His by the public rumour ; and his sway. 

Not only over his associates, but 
His judges, was attributed to witchcraft, 

Such was his influence : — I have no great faith 
In any magic save that of ilie mine — 

I therefore deeni'd him wealthy. — But my soul 
Was roused with various feelings to seek out 
This prodigy, if only to behold him. 

Sieg, And did you so ? 

GaJ)^ Youefl hear. Chance favour'd me: 

A popular affray in the public scpiare 
Drew crowds together — it was one of those 
Occasions where men’s souls look out of them. 

And show them as they are — even in their faces : 

The moment my eye met his, I exclaim’d. 

This is the man ! ” though he was then, as since, 

With the nobles of the city. 1 felt sure 
I had not err’d, and watch’d him long and nearly ; 

I noted down his form — his gesture — features. 

Stature, and bearing — and amidst them all, 

’Midst every natural and acquired distinction, 

I could discern, methought, the assassin’s eye 
And gladiator’s heart. 

Ulr. {smiling). The tale sounds w^ell. 

Gab. And may sound better. — He appear’d to me 
One of those beings to whom fortune bends, 

As she doih to the daring — and on whom 
The fates of others oft depend ; besides. 

An indescribable sensation drew me 

Near to this man, as if my point of fortune 

Was to be fix’d by him. — There I w as wrong. 

Sieg. And may not be right now'. 

Gab. follow’d him. 

Solicited his notice — and obtain’d it — 

Though not his friendship ; — it w'as his intention 
To leave the city privately — w e left it 
Together — and togetlier w'c arrived 
In the poor town where Werner w^as conceal’d, 
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And Stralenheim was succour'd Now we are on 

.Tlie verge — dare you hear further ? 

I must do so — 

Or 1 have heard too inucli. 

Gah. I in you 

A man above his station — and if not 
So high, as now 1 find you, in iiiy then 
Conceptions, 'twas that I liad rarely seen 
Men sucli as you appear'd in lieight of mind. 

In the most Iiigli of worldly rank; you were 
Poor, even 1o all save rags : I vould have shared 
My ])urse, though slendcT, witli you — you refused it. 

Si€(j, Doth iny refusal make a debt to you. 

That thus you urge it ? 

Gah. Si ill you one me something, 

Though not for that; and 1 owed >ou my safety. 

At least my seeming safety, uhen ilie slaves 
Of Straleiiheiui pursued me on the grounds 
That / had robb'd him. 

Sleg. J coiiceaTd } ou — I, 

Whom and w hose house >ou arraign, reviving vipc'r ! 

Gah. 1 accuse no man — save in my defence. 

You, count, have made yoursell' accU'-er — ^judge : 

Your hall's my couil, vour heart is my tribunal. 

]le just, and iTl be merciful ! 

^leg. You merciful? — 

You ! Base calumniator ^ 

Gab. 1. 'Twill rest 

With me at last to be so. YTiu conceal'd me — 

In secret passages known to yourself. 

You said, and to none else. At dead of night, 

VYeary with watclung in the dark, and dubious 
Of tracing back rny way, 1 saw a glimmer, 

Through distant crannies, of a twinkling light : 

I follow'd it, and reach'd a door — a secret 
Portal — w’liich open'd to the chamber, wdiere. 

With cautious liand and slow, having first undone 
As mucli as made a crevice of the fastening, 

I look'd through and beheld a purple bed. 

And on it Stralcnlu‘irn ! — 
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Sie^. Asleep ! And yet 

You slew him ! — Wretch ! 

Gab, He was already slam. 

And bleeding like a sacrifice. My own 
Blood became ice. 

Sieff, But he was all alone ! 

You saw none else ? You did not see the 


[Ifr pawses fyum affiiatm. 

Gnb, No, 

lie, whom you dare not name, nor even I 
Scarce dare to recollect, not tlien in 
Tlie chamber. 

Sieg. [to Uliuc). Then, niy boy! tliou art guiltless still — 
Thou biurst ixw say / was so once. — Oh I now 
Do thou as much . 

Gab, Be patient ! 1 can ?iut 

Jlecede now, thougli it shake the very \Aalls 
Whicli frown above us. You remember, — or 
If not, }oiir son does, — that the locks were changed 
Beneath //is chief inspection on the morn 
Winch led to this same night ; how he had enter’d 
Tie best knows — but within an antechamber. 

The door of which was half njai-, I saw 
A man who wash’d his bloody hands, and oft 
With stern and anxious glance gazed back upon 
The bleeding body — but it moved no more. 

Sieg, Oh 1 God of fathers ! 

Gab, 1 beheld his features 

As I see }ours — but yours they were not, though 
llesembhng them — behold them in Count Ulricas ! 

Distinct as I beheld them, though the expression 
Is not now what it then was I — but it was so 
When I first charged him with the crime — so lately. 

Sleg, This is so 

Gab, [interrupting him). Nay — but hear me to the eiui I 
Now you must do so. — 1 conceived myself 
Betray’d by you and him (for now I saw 
There was some tie between you) into this 
Pretended den of refuge, to become 

VOL. V. K 
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The victim of your guilt ; and my first thought 
AA^as vengeance : but though arinM with a short poniard 
(Having left my sword witliout), I was no match 
For him at any time, as had been proved 
That morning — either in address or force. 

1 turned and fled — the dark : chance rather than 
Skill made me gain the secret door of the hall. 

And tlience the chamber where you slept : if I 
Had found you u'ahhg, Heaven alone can tell 
AA^hat vengeance and sus]ncion miglit have prompted ; 

But ne^er slept guilt as AA^erner slept that night. 

&ieg. And yet I liad horrid dreams ! and such brief sleep. 
The stars had not gone doAMi when I awoke. 

Why didst thou spare me ? I dreamt of my hither — 

And now my dream is out ! 

G'lh. Tis not my fault, 

If 1 have read it. — AA^ell ! I fled and hid me — 

Chance led me here after so m.iny moons — 

And shovvM me AA erner in Count Siegendorf ! 

AA\‘rner, whom I had souglit in huts in vain, 

Itihabited the palace of a sovereign ! 

You sought me and have found me — now you know 
My secret, and may weigh its worlh. 

Steg, [after a paiise). Indeed ! 

Gah, Is it revenge or justice wliich inspires 
Your meditation ? 

Neither — I was weighing 
The value of your secret. 

Gab. You shall know it 

At once : — AAlien you were poor, and 1, though poor, 

Eich enough to relieve such jiovcrty 
As might have envied mine, I offer’d you 
My purse — you would not share it : — I’ll be franker 
AYith you : you are w^ealthy, noble, trusted by 
The imperial powers — you understand me ? 

Yes. 

Gab. Not quite. You think me venal, and scarce true : 
Tis no less true, however, that my fortunes 
Have made me both at present. You shall aid me ; 

I would have aided you — and also have 
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Been somewhat damnged in my name to save 
Yours and your son's. Weigh well w^hat I have said. 

Sleg. Dare you await the event of a few minutes' 

Deliberation ? 

Gah, [casts his ej/es o)i Ulric, who is leaning against a pillar\ 
If i should do so ? 

Sieg, I pledge my life for yours. Witlidra\v into 
This tower. 


\Opevs a tu'tret-d^tor 


Gab, (hesitnfinglg). This is the second safe asylum 
You have ofler'd me. 

Si eg. And was not the first so ? 

Gab. I know not that even now — but will approve 
The second. I have si ill a further shield. — 

I did not enter I’ragne alone ; and should I 
Be put to rest with Stralenlieim, there arc 
Some tongues without will nag in my behalf. 

Be brief in your decision ’ * 

Sleg. 1 will be so. — 

My w^ord is sacred and irrevocable 
Within the^ie walls, but it extends no fmthrr. 

Gab. ril take it for so much. 

Sieg. [points to Ulric's sabre, sti/l upon the ground). 

Take also that — 

I saw^ you eye it eagerly, and him 
Distrustfully, 

Gab. [takes up the sabre). I will ; and so provide 
To sell my life — not cheaply. 

[Gabor ijou into the turret, which Siegendorp dosti. 

Sieg. [advafices to Ulric). Now^, Count Ulric ! 

Tor son I dare not call thee — What say'st thou ? 

Ulr. His tale is true. 

Sieg. True, monster ! 

Ulr. Mo-^t true, father! 

And you did w^ell to listen to it : nh.it 


' f“ Gah. I have yet an additional security — I did not enter Pi ague a solitary 
indiyidual j apd there are tongues without that will speak for me, although I should 
even share the fate of Stralenheim Let your deliberation be short. — Steg. My 
promise is solemn, sacred, irrevocable ; it extends not, howevei, beyond these 
walls.” — L ee.] 
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Wc know, we can provide against. lie must 
Be silenced. 

Sieff. Ay, with half of my domains , 

And with the other half, could he and thou 
Unsay this villany. 

Ulr. It is no time 

Por trifling o^ dissembling. I have said 
His siory^s true; and he too must be silenced. 

Sie//. How so? 

fjl/-, Ai' Straleuliciin is. Are you ao dull 

As never to have Int on lliis before? 

AYheii MC met m llie garden, wliat except 
lliscovery in the act could make me know 
His death? Or hud tlie ])nnce\s household been 
Then suinmoiiM, Avould (he cry for the police 
Been left to such a stranger'^ Or should 1 
Have loiteiM on tiie way ? Or could //ofi, JFerner, 

The object of the baroids hale and fears. 

Have fled^ unless by many au hour before 
Suspicion woke ? I sought and fathoniM you. 

Doubting if }ou Mere false or feeble : I 
Perceived you Mere the latter : and yet so 
Coididing have I found you, that I doubted 
At times your Meakuess. 

Parricide ! no less 

Than common stabber ! Mliat deed of my life. 

Or thought of mine, could make you deem me fit 
For your accomplice ? 

Ulr. Father, do not raise 

The devil 3^011 cannot lay between us. This 
Is time for union and for action, not 
For family disputes. While were tortured. 

Could I be calm ? Tliink you that I have heard 
This fellow^’s tale Muthout some feeling ? — You 
Have tauglit me feeling for ^ou and myself; 

For wdiom or what else did you ever teach it ? 

Sieff, Oh ! my dead father's curse ! Tis working now. 

Ulr. Let it work on ! the grave will keep it down I 
Ashes are feeble foes : it is more easy 
To baffle such, than countermine a mole, 
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Yet hear me still ! — \i you condemn me, yet 
Remember who hath taught me once too often 
To listen to him ! Who proclaimed to me 
That there were crimes made venial by the occasion ? 

That passion was our nature? tliat tlie goods 
Of Heaven waited on the goods of fortune? 

Who showed me his humanity secured 
By Ins nerves only ? Who deprived me of 
All power to vindicate myself and race 
In open day ? By his disgrace which stamped 
(It might be) bastardy on me, and on 
IJ imself — a felon! s brand ! Tlie man who is 
At once both warm and weak invites to deeds 
He longs to do, but dare not. Is li strung'* 

That 1 should act what you could ilimL ^ We have done 
With right and WTong ; and now must only ponder 
Upon effects, not causes. Stralenhcim, 

Whose life I saved from impulse, as unknown ^ 

I would have saved a peasant's or a dog’s, I slew 
Known as our foe — but not from vengeance. He 
Was a rock in our w'ay w Inch I cut through. 

As doth the bolt, because it stood between us 
And our true destination — but not idly. 

As stranger I preserved him, and he owed me 
His life: wdien due, I but resumed the debt. 

He, you, and I stood o'er a gulf wherein 
1 have plunged our enemy. You kindled first 
The torch — you sliowM the path ; now trace me that 
Of safety — or let me ! 

Sleg. I have done with life ! 

JJlr, Let us liave done with that w hich canker’s life — 
Familiar feuds and vain recriminations 
Of things which cannot be undone. We have 
No more to learn or hide : I know^ no fear. 

And have within these very w alls men who 
(Although you know them not) dare venture all things. 
You stand higli with the state; wdiat passes here 
Will not excite her too great curiosity : 

Keep your owm secret, keep a steady eye, 



‘246 


WKRNER. 


[act V. 


Stir not., and speak not; — Itave the rest to me : 

AVe must liave no third babblers thrust between us. 

\Exk Uluic. 

;S'/Vv/. Am 1 awake? are these iny father^s halls ? 

jYiul ifou — my son ^ Mtf scni ! viuie ! who have ever 
i\l)horr\l botli niAstcrj and blood, and yet 
Am plunged into the deepest hell of both ! 
i must be speedy, or more will be shed — 

The llunganan's ! — ITlric — he hath partisans. 

It seems: 1 might have guess'd as inueh. Oh fool ! 

AVolves prowl in comjiany. He hath the key 
(As 1 (oo) of the opposiie door which leads 
Into the turret. Kow’ then ! or once more 
'Po be the fatiier of fresh crimes, no less 
Tlian of the criminal f Ho ! (labor ! Gabor ! 

[Knit info the turret, closinq thi door after him. 


S(JKNE 11. 

The Inferior of the Turret. 

(Iahou and Silgkkdouf. 

(rah. Who (alb? 

Sieg, i — Siegeiidorf ! Take these and Jly ! 

Lose not a moment ! 

[Tears of a diamond star and oilio' jewels, and thrusts them into 
Gabor’s hand. 

(iah. AVliat am I to do 

AVith llu'se? 

8feij. Whatever you will : sell them, or hoard, 

And jirosper ; liut delay not, or you are lost ! 

Gah, You pledged your honour for my safety ! 

Bieg. And 

Must thus redeem it. Fly ! I am not master. 

It seems, of my own castle — of my own 
Eecainers— nay, even of these very walls. 

Or I would bid them fall and crush me ! Fly I 
Or you wdll be '^lain by 
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Gah, Is it even so ? 

Farewell, then ! llecollect, however. Count, 

You sought this fatal interview ! 

Sieg. 1 (lid : 

Let it not be more fatal still ! — Begone ! 

Gah, By tlie same patli i entered? 

Sieg, Yes; that^s safe still; 

But loiter not in Prague ; — you do not know 
With whom you have to deal. 

Gab, I know too well — 

And knew it ere yourself, unhappy sire ! 

Farewell ! 

\^Extt Gahor 

Sieg, [sol ns and listening). He hath clearM the staircase. All ! 
1 hear 

The door sound loud behind liun ! He is sale ! 

Safe ! — Oh, my fatluT^s spirit ! — I am faint 

{fie leans down upon a stone seat, near the wall of tfte tower^ ?ii 
a drooping posiare. 


Enter Jlrig with others armid, and with weapons drawn 

Vlr, Despatch i* — he^s there ! 

Lad, The count, my lord ! 

Vlr, [recognishig Siegemiokf). Yoit here, sir! 

Sieg, Yes: if you uant another victim, striKe* 

Vlr, [seeing him siript of his jewels). Where is th"^- ruffian who 
hath plunder’d you ? 

Vassals, despatch in search of him ! You see 
’Twas as I said — the wretch hath stript my father 
Of jewels which might form a prince’s heir-loom \ 

Away ! I’ll follow you I’orthwith. 

[Exeunt all hut Sieoendobf and Ulrio. 
What’s this. 

Where is the \ilhuii? 

Sieg, There are two, sir : w’hicb 

Are you iu quest ol ? 

Vlr, Let us liear no more 

Of this : be must be found. You have not let him 
Escape ? 
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Sie^, He's gom 

IJlr, Witli your connivance ? 

Sie^. ' With 

My fullest, frees! aid. 

l/lr, Tlioii fare 3 ou well ! 

[Uluio is going, 

Sier/, Slop! I command — entreat — implore! Oh, Ulric ! 

AYill you then leave mo ? 

fV/-. ^Yhat! remain to be 

Dciuumcod — dragged, it may be, in chains; and all 
By your iiilicrcnt weakness, half-humanity, 

Selfish remorse, and temporising pity, 

That sacniices your whole race to save 
A w retell to profit by our nnn I No, count. 

Henceforth a on have no son I 

S/e(/. I never liad one; 

And would you ne'er had borne the useless name! 

Whore wull you go ? I would not send you forth 
Without ])rotection. 

Ulr. Leave that unto me, 

I am not alone ; nor merely the vain lieir 
Of your domains ; a thousand, ay, ten thousand 
Swords, hearts, and hands are mine. 

Sie^, The foresters ! 

Wiih whom the Hmigarian found you first at Frankfort ! 

Ul}\ Yes — men — who are worthy of the name ! Go tell 
Your senators that they look w'ell to Prague; 

Tiieir feast of pcaee was early for the times; 

There are more spirits abroad tbaii liave been laid 
With Wallenstein ! 


JoSKJ'JiiNK and iJ>A. 


Jos* What is't wx hear ? My Siegendorf I 

Thank Heav'ii, I sec you safe ! 

Sieff. Safe ! 

Tda. Yes, dear father ! 

Siep, No, no; I have no children : never more 
Call me by that w orst name of parent. 
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Jos, What 

Means iny good lord I 

Sieff, Tliat you have given birth 

1 o a demon ! 

Ida, {taking Ulricas hand'). Who sliall dare say this of Ulric? 
Sleg, Ida, beware I there's blood upon that liand. 

Ida, {stooping to kiss it). I'd kiss it off, though it were mine. 
Sieg. It is so ! 

Ul7\ Away ! it is your fatlier's ! 

[Ejcit Ulric. 

Ida, Oil, great God ! 

And I have loved this man ! 

[Ida falls senseless — Josephine stands speechless with horror, 

Sieg, The wretcli hath slain 

Them both ! — My Josepliiiie ! wc arc now alone ! 

Would we had ever been so ! — All is over 
Tor me ! — Now ojien wide, my sire, thy grave ; 

Thy curse liath dug it deeper for thy son 
In mine I — The race of Siegendorf is t ! 




DON JUAN. 


“Difficile est proprie commurnii dicere.”— -H ok vcn 


Dost tliou think) been use thou ait viituuus, there shaJt he do more <HkM 
and ale ? — Yes, by Saint Arme, and ginger shall be hot i the luouth, too f — 
SHAitsrEAHE, Twelfth Nighty or What You W%li. 




INTEODUOTION TO DON JUAN 


“If,” said Lord Byron to Mr. Murray, “‘Beppo’ ploasca yon, you shall have 
more in the same mood , for 1 know the Italian way of life, and as for the verse and 
the passions, I have them still in tolerable vigftur ” In the September of the year in 
which “Beppo” v^as published, be announced that, encouraged by its good success, 
he had composed 180 octaves, — afterwaids increased to ‘222 — of the first canto of a 
poem which w-is meant to be quietly facetious upon everything. lie expressed a fear 
that it might prove too free for these decoious days, hut said he would tiy the experi- 
ment anonymously, arid hold Ins hand if it turned out ill. When the canto arrived in 
England it was shown, at his lerpiest, to Tlobhousc, Moore, and others, who united in 
endeavoming to dissuade him from publishing it. In return he called them “a puri- 
tanical committee,” proti-sting that he had asked tlicir opinion of its literary merit, 
and not of what was due to the cant of the tunes, which he held in eontciupt. “ If,” 
he wrote, “they had told me the poetry was bad, I would liave acquiesced ; but they 
say the contrary, and then talk to me about morality — the fiist time I ever heard the 
word from anybody who was not a lascal tliat used it fur a jmrpose. I maintain that 
it is the most moral of poems , but if people won’t di'^eovei the moral, that is their 
fault, not mine.” lie formed, however, the tempoiaiy resolve to ])nnt only fifty 
copies for distribution, — a step which would have set everybody craving and 

conversing, and must liave been followed immediately by a public edition. It was 
therefore determined to do at once what would certainly have been done at last, and 
in July, 1819, the two first cantos came forth in London, but without the name of 
either author or publisher. The oiitciy v/hich ensued moio than justified the fore- 
bodings of his friends. But with equal truth Lord Byion had predicted that “ dul- 
ness was the sole annihilator iii such cases, — that ‘ Don Juan’ would only fail if it was 
stupid, and that if it was lively it would please.” It came to pass accordingly that 
the work was not more condemned for its license than commended for its genius. 
The extraordinary combination of passionate poetry with wit and humour w'as univer- 
sally allowed, and the piquant personality of his satirical sallies gave an additional 
zest. The sarcasm showered upon the “Lake Poets,” the poi trait of Lady Byron 
under the name of “Donna Inez,” and the keen ridicule with which he covered her 
for her part in their sepiu-ation, were all heard vith eager ears, and those who weie 
loudest in their censure joined no less loudly in the laugh The Dedication to Southey, 
written, as the poet expressed it, in “good, siinjile, savage verse,” and which Shelley 
said was a mixture of wormwood and verdigris. — having the bitteruess of the one, and 
the poison of the other — was kept back after the decision to publish anonymously, for 
Lord Byron scrupled to attack the Laureate “ under cloud of night,” or the chivalrouz 
Oastlereagh when he was not in England to meet him. The sale of “Don Juan” was 
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far from lieing proportioned to the sensation it created. Twelve hundred copies out of 
fifteen hundred were sold in two months, which, for a work of Lord Byron’s, was very 
moderate success. “There has been,” said the jioet, “an eleventh commandment to 
the women n )t to read it, and what is still more extraordinary they seem not to liave 
broken it.” Numbers, nevertheless, \\lio forebore to buy were impjitient to borrow 
it, and being shortly pirated, in the confidence that its pernicious tendency would 
deprive it of the protection of the law, a supply of cheap editions extended the circu- 
lation far and wide “You may try the copyright question,” wrote Lord Byron to 
Mr ]\Inrray, “hut you’ll lose it ; the cry is up, and the cant is up,” and under this 
conviction the depredators were left m possession of their spoil, notwithstanding tliat 
the puhhshoi paid 1525 pounds for the two first cantos alone, h'oi wliat was ohjec- 
tionable in tlie ])oem Lord Byron could never olFer a plausible defence. He aflected to 
call the clamour “nonsensical piudeiy,” but he must have been conscious how 
fallaciously, when such personal friends, and such men of tlie world, as Hohhouse and 
Moore were of the number of the prudes. He argued tliat works no better or worse 
were admitted among the classics of every language ; but besides that tliey weie the 
productions of a laxer age, it is part of the offence that by intermingling the beautiful 
with the vile, the admiration paid to the former prevents the latter fiom passing into 
oblivion. At another tune he maiiitamed that instead of “Don Juan” being a eulogy 
on vice, it was designed to drag the cloak from the secret sins of society, hut then he 
details the woist offences of his hero with tlie levity of one who thought licentiousness 
a jest, and virtue a name There is moial enough, no doubt, in tlie heaitless profli- 
gacy portrayed in the poem, but tlie reader, to piufit by it, must contemplate, in the 
spirit of the weeping philosopher, Asliat the author wiote iii the temper of idie 
philosopher who laughed. 



TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS. 


On the publication of “Don Juan” the periodical press immediately 
teemed with the “jtidicia doctorum — necnon aliorum ” In order to convey 
an adequate view of the nature and extent ot the cilticism it called forth, 
we have followed the example set us m the Pieface to the “ Dunciad,” 
wliere we read as follows : — “ We shall here, jiccording to the laudable 
usage of editors, collect the various judgments of the Learned concerning 
our Poet : various, indeed ! — ^not only of different authors, but of the 
same author at different seasons. Nor shall we gather only the Testi- 
monies of such eminent Wits as would of course descend to posterity, and 
consequently be read with our collection ; but we shall likewise, with 
incredible labour, seek out for divers others, whicli, but for this our 
diligence, could never, at the distance of a few mouths, appear to the eye 
of the most curious. Herebj’- thou may’st not only receive the delectation 
of variety, but also arrive at a more certain judgment, by a grave and 
circumspect comparison of the witnesses with each other, or of each with 
himself.” In like manner, therefore, let us now gratify our readers by 
selecting, in reference to “ Don Juan,” a few of the chief 

TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS, 

beginning with the most courtly, and decorous of newspapers, 

I. THE MORNING TOSI. 

“If it is not — (and truth compels us to admit it is not) — the most moral production 
in the woild, but more in the ‘Beppo’ style, yet is there nothing of the sort which 
Scandal with her hundred tongues whisiiered abroad, and Maligmty joyfully believed 
and repeated, contained in it. ’Tis simply a tale and rigJde merne conceit^ flighty, 
wild, extravagant — immoral too, it must be coulessed ; but no arrows are levelled 
at innocent bosoms, no sacred family peace invaded, and they must have, indeed, a 
strange self-consciousness, who can discover their own portrait in any part of it.” — 
Wy, 1819.] 



2BC 


TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS. 


Even more complimentary, on this occasion, was the sober, matter-of- 
fact 

II. MOIINING HKHALT). 

*‘lt IS hardly safe or discreet to speak of ‘ Don Juan,* that truant offspring of Lord 
Byron’s muse. It may be said, however, that, with all its sms, the copiousness and 
flexibility of the English language were never befoic so triumphantly approved — that 
the same compass of talent — ‘the grave, the gay, the great, the small,* comic force, 
humour, metajibysics, and observation — boundless fiincy and ethereal beauty, and 
curious knowledge, curiously applied, have nevei been blended with the same felicity 
in any other poem ” 

t 

Next comes a hcarsher voice, from — probably Lees Gillard, Esq , LL.D. 
— at all events, from that staunch organ of high Torvism, the ‘^St. James’s 
Chronicle,” now better known to London readers by its dailf/ title of “ The 
Standard.” 


III. ST. .TAMns’s ciniOMChi:. 

“Of indirect tc<^iimony, that the poem comes from the pen of Lord Byron, there is 
enough to enforce conviction The same full command of our language, the same 
thorough knowledge of all th.at is evil in our nature, the condensed energy oi sentiment, 
and the sti iking boldness of imagery — all the eh ar act cii sties by which ‘Chiide Harold,* 
the ‘ Giaour,’ and the ‘Coisair,’ are distinguished - slime v.ilh kindred splendour in 
‘Don Juan.’ Would we had not to add another point of lesemblauce, in the utter 
absence of moral feeling, and the hostility to leligion ^\hieh betray themsLlves in 
almost every passage ot the new poem < But ‘Don Juan ’ is, alas ' the most licentions 
poem \\hich has for many years issued from the English press.” 


The fourth on our list is “The New Times,” which never lived to be 
old, conducted by the worthy and learned Sir John Stoddart, LL.D., 
afterwards Chief Justice of Malta. 

IV. XEW ti:mes. 

“ The work is clever and pungent, sometimes reminding us ol the earlier and moie 
inspired day of the writer, but chiefly characterised by his latter style of scattered 
versification and accidental poetry. Lord Byron knows the additional vigour to be 
found in drawing from the hie ; and his portraiture of the literary matron, who is, 
like Michael Cassio, a great arithmetician, some touches on the fully of female studies, 
and a lament over the henpecked husbands who are linked to ‘ ladies intellectual,’ are 
obviously the results of domestic recollections.” 


Lord Burleigh himself never shook his head iiioi'e sagely than 

V. THE STATESMAN. 

This is a very large book, affecting many mysteries, but possessing very few ; 
assuming iimch originality, though it hath it not. The author is wrong to pursue so 
ecTOutnc a flight.^ It is too artificial ; it is too much like the enterprise of Icarus; 
Suo J*'* ^ecl^^tion, or at any rate, that of his book, will be as rapid, if not ai 
sastrouB, as the fabled tumble of that ill-starred youth.” 
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We pass to “ The Literary Gazette,” then edited by William Jerdan, 
who will be remembered for his seizure of Bellingham, the assassin of 
Perceval, and the establishment of tlie first Weekly Journal of Criticism 
in England. 

VI. LTTEll\HY GAZrTTI.. 

“ There is neither author’s nor publisher’s name to thl^ book , and the large quarto 
title-page looks quite pure, with only seveutoen words scattered over its suiface 
perhaps we cannot say that thcie is eijual piiiiiy throughout ; but thero is uot much 
of an opposite kind, to oflbrul oven fastidious criticism, or sour morality. Even when 
we blame the too groat laxity of the poet, we cannot but feel a high admiration of his 
talent. Far superior to the libi rtine lie paints, fanoifulness and gaiety gild his worst 
errors, and no brute force is ein ployed to o\ei throw innocence Nevii uas English 
festooned into more luxuriant stanzas than in ‘ Don Juan ’ Like the dolphin sporting 
in its native waves, at every turn, however grotes(|ue, displaying a new hue and a 
new beauty, the n obi 6 author has shown an ah.soluto contiol over his means ; and at 
every cadence, rhyme, or construction, however whimsical, delighted us with uove 
and magical associations The style and nature of this poem appear to us to be a 
singular mixtuie of hiirlesipie and pathos, of Immoious observation and the higher 
elements of poetical composition In ribaldry and drollery, the author is surpassed 
by many writers who have bad tlieir clay and sunk into oblivion , but in highly 
wrought interest, and ovei whelm in g passion, be is himself alone.” 


'The next weekly jourimlivst to be quoted is Thomas Hill, Esq., the 
geiieious patron of Kirke White and Bobert Bloomfield, and proprietor of 

m. THE CIlAMnOX, 

“ ‘Don .Tuan ’ is undoubtodlv fioiii the pen of Lord llyron , anil the mystery in the 
publication seems to be nothing biD u booksellei s tuck to excite curiosity and enhance 
the sale ; but althougb the book is infinitely more imraoial than the publications 
against which the prosecutions of the Socuoty for the Suppression of Vice are diiccted, 
we find nothing in it th.it could be likely to be regaided as actionable. Some, 
while they war against religion, pay homage to morality , and others, while they 
subvert all morals, cant about leligion ; Loid Byion displays at once all the force 
and energy of his faculties, nil the powers of jioetiy, and the missiles of wit and 
ridicule, against whatever i.s icspectable in either. Though, in those parts which 
affect to be ciitical, the waiitouness of wit is sometimes more apparent than the 
sedateness of impartial judgment ; and though the politics occasionally savour more 
of caustic misanthrojw, than of that ardent patriotic enthusiasm which constitutes 
the charm of that subject — uimn both the.se topics, on the whole, we find much more 
to commend than to censure.” 


Amon7 the Monthly critics, we give the first pl.ice to the now defunct 

VIII. MOXTHLY REVIEW. 

“‘Don Juan 'is a poem, wdiich, if oi-igiiiality and variety be the sui*est test of 
genius, has certainly the highest title to it , and v liiuh, w e think, would have puzzled 
Aristotle, with all his stiength of poetics, to explain, have animated Longinus wdth 
some of its passages, hiive delighted Aristophanes, and have choked Anacreon with 
joy instead of with a grape. We might almost imagine that the ambition had seized the 
author to please and to displease the world at the same time. He has here exhibited 
that wonderful versatility of style and thought, which appears almost incompatible 
within the scope of a single subject ; and the familiar and the sentimental, the ^ itty 
and the sublime, the sarcastic and the pathetic, the gloomy and the droll, are al> 
VOL. V. S 
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touched with so happy an ait, and iniugled together with such a power of union, yet 
such a discrimination of style, that a perusal of the poem appears more like a pleasing 
and ludicrous dream, than the feo))bi feeling of reality.” 


To which add another deceased miscellany — the 

IX. LOXnoX JtAGAZINK. 

“Loid Byron’s poem of ‘Don Juan,* tliough a wonderful proof of the versatility of 
his powers, is avoii edly hcentioiis. It is a satire on decency, on fine feeling, on the 
rules of conduct ncccasary to the conservation of society, and on some of his own near 
connections Vivacious allusions to ceitam practical irregul antics are things which* 
ir, is to be supposed innocence is strong enough to resist , but the quick alternation 
of pathos and profiueness, — of serious and mo^iiii sentiment and indecent ribaldry, — 
of afflicting, sonl-iendmg pictures of human di-^tioss, rendered keen by ilio most 
]>ure and hallowed syinfiatliies of tlie hmnau breast, and absolute jeering of human 
n.otiire, and general mockery of creation, destiny, and heaven itsolf- this is a sort of 
violence, the effect of which is either to sear or to distrust the mind of the reader, and 
which cannot be fairly chai*actensed hut as an insult and odtidgc ” 


A third ptiMicati'Hi which has passed was named fin- 

X. PniTTSn MAGAZTXi:. 

“Byron, after having acliieved a rapid and gloiiou'> lame li.is, by flic publication 
of tins ])oeni, not only disgusted every wadl-iegiilated mind, and afflicted all wdio 
respected him foi his extiaordiiiary talents, hut has d' graded his pei-nnal cb.iiactcr 
lower even than his enemies (of whom ho has in in;^ ) coujd h.i\e widied to see it 
reduced. So gratuitous, so melancholy, so despicable a ]>ro-iitiilion of genius, was 
never, peihaps, before witnessed. We wish we were the |io(t'.s next f f kin it should 
go hard but that a writ de hinahco inqvirendo should issue ” 


Anotlier departed sage w as called tlie 

XI, LUINHUltGIl MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 

“This IS by far the most offensive of all Lord Byron’s performances. We have 
here, for-the first time in the history of our literature, a great work, of which the 
very basis is infidelity and licentiousness, and the most obtrusive ornaments aie 
impure imaginations and blasphemous sneers. The wmk cannot perish ; for it has 
in it, full and overflowing, the elements of intellectual vigour, and bcaia upon it 
the stamp of surpassing power. The poet is, indeed, ‘damned to everlasting fame.*” 


A dissenting publication, which still survives witli diminished influence, 
has for its title the 


XII. ECLECTIC REVIEW. 

“We have had enough of that with which Lord Byron’s poetry is replete — ^himself. 
The necessary progress of character, as developed in his last reputed production, has 
conducted him to a point at which it is no longer safe to follow him even in thought, 
for fear we should he beguiled of any portion of the detestation duo to this bold 
outrage. Poetry which it is impossible not to read without admiration, yet which it 
18 equally impossible to admire without losing some degree of self-respect, can be 
safely dealt with only in one way, —by passing it ovei in silence. 

“He writes like a man who has that clear perception of the (ruth of things which 
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i!3 tlie rcbult of a guilty knowledge (»f good and evil ; aud wlio, by the light of that 
knowledge, has deliberately preferred the evil, with a proud malignity of purpose, 
which would seem to leave little for the last con sum mating change to accomidish. 
When he calculates that the reader is on the verge of jitying him, he takes care to 
throw him back the defiance of laughter, as if to let him know that all the Poet’s 
pathos is but the sentimentalism of the drunkard between his cups, or the relenting 
softness of the courtesan, who the next moment resumes the bad boldness of her 
degraded cliaracter. With such a man who nould wish to laugh or to weep f And 
yet, who that reads him can refrain alteinaiely fiom either ^ ” 

Again we come to a now silent oiacle, 

XI 11. THE JUUTIMI CRITIC. 

“A satiie was announced, in terms so li,i]>]>ily invsteiious, to set the town on the 
tiptoe of expectation. A thousand lnw and }iortentous munnurs preceded its birth 
At one time it was declaimed to he so iiitidi r.ibly Rc\ere, that an alarming increase was 
to he apprehended m the catalogue of oui imiumal suicides , at another, it was stated 
to bo of a complexion so bla‘‘i)liem()us, as even in these days of liberality, to endanger 
tlie personal seciiniy of the booksellei. Aitu all tins portentous ])artiirition, out 
creeps ‘ Don Juan,’ — and, doubtless much to the general disappointment of the town, 
as innocent of satire as anyotluT Dcm 111 the Ppainsli dominions. Of the four hundred 
and odd stanzas wdiich the tvro Cantos contain, not a tittle could, even in the utmost 
latitude of interpretation, lie dignified by the name of poetry It has not wit enough 
to be comic; it has nut spiut enough to be lyin , nor is it didactic of anything but 
mischief. The versification and loorality arc about upon a i^ar , as far, therefore, 
as we are enabled to give it any cliaractei at all, we should pronounce it a narrative 
of degrading debauclieiy in doggrel rh\me The style winch the noble lord has 
adopted is tedious and veaiisome to a most insuffeiable degiee. In the piescnt 
thick and heavy quaito, conbaiuing upwards of four hundred doirgi'cl sfnn/ns, tbe’-e 
are not a dozen jilaces tlmt, evtui m ibe mi most mood, could r.u^i- n vm ’ 


The EiUtor criticised himself moie justly than he did “ T)on Juan,” and 
acknowledged that in not conipreheuding Lord Byron’s wit lie might 
perhaps "‘be a very dxdl dog ; ” but a duller dog still was the writer of the 
famous aiticlc in tlie no-otherwise-famous work (defunct of course), styled 
“ The British Review,” or, in the pliiase of “ Don Juan ” — 

xir MT GI;A^’^I):vIOTHl:R^s review, the rrttish.’ 

“This x>oem is sold in the shops as tlie 'work of Loid Byron , but the name of neither 
author nor bookseller is on the title-]jage we are, therefore, at liberty to suppose it 
not to be Lord Byron’s composition ; and this scepticism has something to justify it, 
in the instance which has lately occuried of the name of that nobleman having been 
borrowed foi a tale of disgusting honor, published under the title of ‘ The Vampire ’ 
But the strongest argument against the supposition of its being the performance of 
Lord Byron is this ; — that it can hardly be possible for an English nobleman, even 
in hiB mirth, to send forth to the public the direct and palpable falsehood contained 
in the 209th and 210th stanzas of the First Canto — 

For fear some piudish readers should grow skittish, 

I’ve bribed my grandmother’s review — the British. 

1 sent it m a letter to the editor. 

Who thank'd me duly by return of post— 

I’m for a handsome article hiS creditor ; 

I Tet, if my gentle Muse he please to loast, 
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And break a promise after having made it her, 

Denying the receipt ol what it cost, 

And bmeur his page with gall instead of honey, 

All I can say is—that he had the money.’ 

No misdemeanour — not e^en that of sending into the world obscene and blaspbemoui 
poetry, the product of studious lewdness and laboured impiety — appears to us in so 
detestable alight as the acceptance of ajiresein^, by an editor of a Review, as the 
condition of praising an author ; and yet the miserable man (for miserable he is, as 
having a soul of which he cannot get rid), who has given birth to this pestilent poem, 
has not sciupled to lay this to the charge of the ‘ Rritish Review: * and that, not by 
insinuation, but has actually stated himself to have sent money in a letter to the 
Editor of this Journal, who acknowledged the receipt of the same by a letter in ri turn, j 
with thanks. No Peer of the British realm can suieJy be capable of so calumnious 
a falsehood, refuted, we trust, by the veiy chfiiacter and spirit of the journal so 
defamed. We are compelled, therefore, to conclude th.at tins poem cannot be Lord 
Byron’s production • and we, of course, expect that Lord Byron will, with all 
gentlemanly haste, disclaim a work imputed to him, containing a calumny so wholly 
the product of malignant invention. 

“ If Boiiichody peiBOuatmg the Editor of the British Review has leceived money from 
Lord Byron, or from any other lU'rson, by w^ay of bribe to praise bis compositions, the 
fraud might be traced by the jirodnction of the Icttei wliicii the authoi states himself 
to have received in return yuicly, then, if tlie author of this poem has any such 
letter, he will produce it for tins pur])ose. But lest it should be said that we have 
not in positive teims denied the diargc, wc do utteily deny that theie is one woid of 
truth, or the semblance of tiuth, as fai as Kgaid this Review oi its LMitor, m the 
assertions made in the stanzas above referred to. We really feel a sense of degiadaiion, 
as the idea of this odious imputation passe.s thiough our mind. 

“ Wc have heard that the author of the poem under consideration, designed what 
he has said in the S5th stanza as a sketch of liis ow'n charactei — 

‘ Yet .Tosd w.is an hojiour.ible m.iii 

That 1 must say, who knew limi \ery well.’ 

If, then, he is this honourable man, w'c shall not call in vain for an act of justice at his 
hands, in dcclaiiiig that he did not mean his woid to be taken, when, for the sake of a 
jest, (our readers will judge how fai such a mode of jesting is defensible,) he stated, 
with the particularity which belongs to fact, the forgi ry of a groundless fiction.” — 
[No xviii. iSU'.j 

This most solemn reply of the Editor of the ‘‘ Biitish Review ” (Mr. 
Roberts) to a most transparent jest, called forth fioni Lord Byron the 
humorous “Letter to the Editor oe My Grandmother’s Review.” 
The next authority drew fioni the Poet a graver coiimieiit, entitled 
“Remarks upon an article in Blackwood’s Magazine.” 

XV, BLACKWOOD, 

“In the composition of this work, theie is unquestionably a more thorough and 
intense infusion ot genius and vice — ],ower and profligacy — than in any poem which 
had ever before been written in tbe English, or, indeed, in any other modem language. 
Had the wickedness been less inextricably mingled with the beauty, and the grace, 
and the strength of a most inimitable and incomprehensible muse, our task would have 
been easy. ‘ Don Juan ’ is by far the most admirable speciincn of tbe mixture of case, 
strength, gaiety, and seriousness extant m the whole body of English poetry : the 
author has devoted his powers to the worst of purposes and passions , and it increases 
his guilt and our sorrow, that he has devoted them entire. 

“The morsi .strain of the wlnJe poem is pitched in the lowe.stkcy. Love— honour— 
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patriotism — religion, are mentioned only as to be scolfed at, as if their sole restiug-pl.ice 
were, or ought to bo, in the bosoms of iools. It appears, in shoit, as it this miserable 
man, haviug exhausted every species of sensual giatification — having drained tlie cup of 
Sill even to the bitterest dregs — were resolved to show us that he is no longer a huiutiii 
being, even in his liailtics ; but a cool unconcerned fiend, laughing with a detestable 
glee over the whole of the better and worst elements of which human life is composed — 
tieating wcll-nigli with equal deiisiori the most pure of virtues, aud the most odious of 
VKGs — dead alike to the beauty of the one, and the deformity of the other— a mere 
lioaiUess dcspiser of that frail hut noble humanity, whose type was never exhibited in 
a shape of moie deplorable dcgiadation than in his own contemptuously distinct 
delineation of himself. To confess to Ins Maker, and weep over in secret agonies, tlie 
wildest and most fantastic tiarisgichsioins of lieait and nnrid, is the part of a conscious 
sinner, in whom sin has not become the sole principle of life and action. Hut, to lay baie 
to the eve of man — and of woman — all the hidden convulsions of a wicked spint — and 
to do all tins without one symptom of contrition, remorse, or hesitation, with a calm, 
careless fei ociousness of contented and satisfied depravity -this was an insult which 
no man of genius had ever beloic daied to put upon his Creator oi his species. 
Impiously railing against his (lod — madly and me.mly disloyal to Ins soveieign aud hia 
countiy — and brutally outraging all the best feelings of female honoui, attoction, and 
coufideuce, — liow small a pait of chivalry is that which remains to the descend int of 
the liyrona — a gloomy vizor, aud a deadly w cajKUi ’ 

Ihose who are acquainted (as who is not '^) with the main incidents in the private 
life of Lord Byron, and who have not seen this production, will scaicely believe that 
malignity should have earned him so fai, as to iiidkc him commence a filthy and 
iiupious poem, with an elaborate satire on the eliaractei and manneis of bis wife — fioiu 
whom, even by his own eonfessiou, he haa been sejiarated only in consequence of his 
own cruel and heartless misconduct. It is m \aiii for Lord Byion to attempt in any 
w'ay to justify his own liehaviour in that atraii ; and, now that lie has bo openly and 
amlaciously invited imiuiiyand lepioach, we do not see any good reason why he should 
not be plainly told so by the general voice of Ins countrymen It would not he an easy 
matter to peisu.ule any Man, \iho has any knowletlge of the natuie of Woman, that a 
female such as Loid ii,>u>n has himself desLi.liul his wile ti be, would rashly, or 
li.istily, or lightly sepaiate heiself iumi tlie love witli iihicli she liad once been inspired 
for such a man a.', lie i^, or w'as Had lie not heaped insult upon msult, and scorn 
upon scorn — had he not foiced the non of his contempt into her very soul — theie is 
no wmman of delicacy ami vii-tne, as he arlmtJtcd Lady Bjion to be, who would not 
have hoped all tilings, and sufiered all things fiom one, hei love of whom must have 
hecii inwoven with so in.iii} exaltiiig elements oi delicious I'ride, and more delicious 
liumility To offend tin love of such a woman was wTong-- but it might be forgiven ; 
to desert her was unmanly — hut he might have returned, aud wuped lor ever from her 
eyes the teats of hci ileseition , — hut to injure, and to desert, and then to turn back 
and wound her widowed privacy with unlialhwed stiains of cold-blooded mockery — 
was brutally, fieudisiily, inexpiably mean. Foi impuiities there might be some 
possibility of pardon, were they supposed to spring only fi om the wreckless buoyancy 
of young blood and hety passions ; — for inijnety there might at least be pity, w'eie it 
visible that the misery of the impious soul equalled its daikiiess hut for offences 
Buch as this, which cannot piocecd either from the madness of sudden impulse, or the 
bewildered agonies of doubt — hut w^hich speak the wilful and determined spite of an 
imrepentmg, unsoftened, smiling, saicastic, joyous sinner — ihcie can be neither pity 
nor pardon. Our knowledge that it is committed ]iy one of the most powerful intellects 
our island ever has pioduced, lends intensity a thousand-fold to the bitterness of our 
indignation. Every liigh thought that was ever kindled in our breasts by the muse of 
Byron — every pure aud lofty feeling that ever responded from within us to the sweep 
of his majestic inspirations — cveiy reniemhered moment of admiration and enthusiasm, 
is up in arms against him. We look hack with a mixture of wrath and scorn to the 
delight with which we suffered oui selves to be filled by one who, all the while he was 
fuiuishiiig us with delight, must, we cannot doabt it, have been mocking us with a 
cruel mockery — less ciucl only, because less pecuhai, than that with which he has now 
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turned him from the lurking-place of his selfish and polluted exile, to pour the pitiful 
chalice of his contumely on the surrendered devotion of a virgin bosom, and the holy 
hopes of the mother of his child. It is indeed a sad, and a humiliating thing to know, 
that in the same year there proceeded from the same pen two productions, in all things 
so different, as the Fourth Canto of ‘ Childe Harold ’ and this loathsome ‘ Bon 
Juan ’ 

“We have mentioned one, and, all will admit, the worst instance of the private 
malignity which has been embodied iii so many passages of ‘ Bon Juan ; ’ and we are 
quite sure the lofty-minded and viituous men, whom Lord Byron has debased himself 
by insulting, will close the volume which contains then own injuries with no feelings 
save those of pity for Him that has inflicted them, and for Her who partakes so largely 
in the same injuries ” — [Aug 181 D.] 

» 

The previous ‘^Testimonies ” refer to the eaiher — most of them to the 
first two — Cantos of “ Don Juan.” We now pass to critical observations 
on the Poem as a whole, and begin with the wholesome admonition 
addressed to Lord Byron by the late Lord Jeffiey in the seventy-second 
number of the “ Edinburgh Review : ” — 

XYI. .TEFFllKV. 

“Lord Byron complains bitterly of the delr. (tion by which he has been assailed — 
and intimates that liis woiks have been received by tlie public with far lees coidmlity 
and favour than he was entitled to expect Wc aie constiamed to say that this appears 
to us a very extraoidiuaiy mistake In the wdioie course of our experience, we cannot 
recollect a single autlioi who has had so little leason to complain of Ins reecjitiou — to 
whose genius the i>ublic lias been soe»nlyandso constantly just — to whose faults they 
have been so long and si» signally indulgent. From the very first he must have been 
aware that he oltendeJ the piineijiles ami sliocked the pre)udic('s of the majority, by 
his sentiments, as much as be delighted them by his talents Yet there never was an 
author so universally and warmly apijlauded, so gently aduionibhed — so kindly entreated 
to look moie heedful ly to his opinions He took the inaise, as usual, and reiected the 
advice As he grew in fame and .lutlioi itj", he aggravated all his o/Tences — clung more 
fondly to all he had been lejiroached with — and only took leaie of ‘ Oliilde Ilaudd ’ to 
ally himself to ‘ Bon Juan • ’ That lie ha^ since been talked of, ni public and in private, 
with loss unmingled admiration — -that hiS name m now meutmueJ as often for censure 
a?, for praise— and that the exultation with which his countrymen once Liiled the 
greatcftt of onr living poets, is now alloy -.d by the recollection of the teiideucj of his 
writings — is matter of notoriety to all the woilcl , but iiiattei of surpiise, wc should 
imagine, to nobody but Lord Byron liimsell. 

“ That the base and the bigoted — tho->e whom he has daikened by his glory, spited 
by his talents, or moitified by liis neglect — have taken advantage of the jirevailing 
disaifectioii, to vent their puny malice in silly mckiianies and vulgar scurrility, is 
natural and tiue But Lord Byron may depiMjd upon it, that the dissatisfaction is not 
coullued to them, — and, indeed, that tli^y would iievei have had the courage to assail 
one so immeasurably their anponor, if he had not at once made himself vulnerable by 
Ills errors, and alienated his natural defenders by his obstinate adherence to them. We 
are not bigots, nor lival poets. We have not been detractors from Lord Byron's fame, 
nor the friends of his detractors , and we tell him — far more in sorrow than in auger — 
that we veiily believe the great body of the English nation— the religious, the moral, 
and the candid part of it — consider the tendency of liis writings to be immoral and 
peniicioiis — and look upon his perseverance m that strain of composition, with regret 
and reprehension. 

“He has no priest like cant or pnest-like reviling to appiehend from us, We 
do not charge him with being either a disciple or an apostle of Satan ; nor do we 
describe his poetry as a mere compound of blasphemy and obscenity. On the contrary, 
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we arc* iiioUncd to believe that he wishes well to the happiness of maukiud ; and 
art gl 1(1 to testify that hia poems abound with sentiments of great dignity and 
teiideincss, as well as passages of infinite subliiuiiy and beauty. But tlieir general 
tendency we believe to be in the liighcst degree pernicious , and we even tliiuk that it 
is chicflj by means (»f the fine and lofty sentiments they contain, that they acqune 
their most fatal power of corruption. Tins may sound at first, perhaps, hke a 
paradox * but we aie ini.sfakon if we shall not make it intelligible enough in tlie end. 

“ We think theie are indecencies and irnlelicacies, seductive descriptions and pro- 
fligate representations, which aie extiemoly leiirehensible , and also auilacions specu- 
lations, and erroneous and nuchal liable asseitioiis, equally iiuleren-ible. But il these 
had stood alone, and if the whole body ol his works had been made up of gaudy 
ribaldry and flashy scepticnsm, tiie mischief, ve think, would have been mu tli less 
than 10 is. He is notmoie obscene, iierha[»s, tlian Diyden or Prior, and other classical 
and pardoned wiiteis , iioi is there ari}' passage .11 the history even of ‘Don Juan ’ so 
degrading as Torn Jorji's’s afiair with Lady Btdlaslon It is, no doubt, a w'l etched 
a]Jidogy foi tlio indecencies of a man of g'-nius, lhat (.([ual mdecciK ic.s have been for- 
gnen to his predeccssois but the piecei-lnit ol lenity might ha\e Ikch folkjwed ; and 
we might liave passed both llic levity j,iid llie voiiijduoU'.ness— the dini.,(rous warmth 
of his 1 omantic s Illations, .md tile scandal of his cold-blooded dissijiation Jt iui'.:ht 
not have been so easy to get over Ins dogmatic sc( pticism — liis hai d-lieaited inaMinsof 
inisanthio])y- his cold-blooded and eager expositions of the non-existciK c ot Mrtiie 
and honoiii Even this, however, might liaxe been ( om])ai a lively iiariidcss, it it liad 
not been ncfoin pained by that which may look, at fust sight, as a iialliatioii — the 
fiequciit piesentinent of tlie must t,>uciiing pictures of lendeincss, gcnero-ity, and 
Jiaitli. 

“The charge wm bring against Loid Byron in short is, lliat his wTitings have a 
tendency to destri y all belief in the lealitv of virtue — and to make all mtlinsiasm 
and constancy of alfcctiou ridiculous, and that this is eflocted, not ineiely by diiect 
maxims and examples, of au iiiipo'-ing or seducing kind, but by die con.slant exhibition 
of the mo.st profligate lieaitlesMicss in tlie pei&ou*! of those w hi Jiad lieeii transiently 
lepresenled as actuatid by the pmestand most exalttd emotions — and in the lessuria 
of that very te.acher mIio had been, but a niouient befoie, so beautifully patlietic in the 
expression of the lottie-t (inception-.. 

“ 7 'liis IS the ch.'iige whuh uc hung against Loid Bvion. We say that, niidci some 
strange misappulieusion .is to the ti iitli, and tlie duty of ])iv)claiuiing it, he has 
exeited all the powers of his ])Ovtrful mind to convim^e liis icadei.s, both diiectly and 
iiidiiectly, tliat all cniiohling puisuits, and disinteiesied viitues, are mere deceits or 
illusions — hollow and dev|j(ahle inoekciies foi the most jiait, and, at liest, hut 
lahoiious follie.s. Lom', icitiiotism, v.ilour, devotion, con.stancy, amhitioii — all aie to 
be laugheii at, disliehe\td in, and desjused * — and uotliiiig is ually good, s(» fai as we 
can gatli*^!, hut a siiccission of dangers to stir the Mood, and of h.uupiets and iritiigues 
to soothe it again • If tins doctiiin stood ahme with its cxam])les, it would ie\o]t, 
wo believe, moio than it w’ould seduce — but the author of it has the iiiiliuky gilt of 
pemoiiating all those sweet and lolty illusions, and tJiiit with such giace and fone and 
truth to natuie, that it is impossihlo nol to suppose, for tlie time, tliat lie is among 
the most de\oted of their votains — till ho ca ts off the cliaiactci wilii a jeik — and, 
tJie moment aftei he lias moved and exalted us to tlie very height of our conce[rtion, 
resumes Ins mockeiy at all tilings serious or siihliuie — and lets us down at once on 
BOiue coarse joke, hard-hearted sarcasm, or tierce and leleutless ireisonality — as if on 
purpose to show — ‘ Whoe’ei w%*is cditicd, liiinself w'as not’ — 01 to demonstrate practi- 
cally as it w ere, and by example, how' imssiblc it is to have all fine and noble feelings, 
or then appeaiauce, for a moment, and yet letain tio particle of lespect for them — or 
of belief in tJjeir intrinsic worth 01 permanent reality.” 

An antlior well known for his “Biographical Dictionary,” and styled 
ignominiously hy Lord Byron “Old GroOuis,” delivers his jiidgineiit as 
follows . — 
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XVII. WATKIXS. 

“Lord Byron is the very Oomus of poetry, who, by the bewitching; airiness of his 
numbeia, aims to tuin the whole nioial woild into a herd of monsters It must, how- 
ever, be allowed that in this tale, he has not acted the wily yjart of concealing tlie 
poison under the appearance of virtue , on the contrary, he makes a fiank confession 
of Ills princi|)les, and glories in vice with the unblushing temerity of a rampant satyr 
who acknowledges no rule but ayifietite The mischief of the work is rendered doubly 
so by the attractive gaiety of the language, the Juxmiance of the imagery, and the 
humorous digre-ssious witli which the story is embellished and chequered.” 


All antlionty Lettei worth lieariiig^ is the iiig'Miioiis, Vmt oeciuili ic iiiicb 
jiaratloxical, author of “ The Spirit ol the Age : ” — 

XViri. MU. WILLIAM HAZLlPr. 

“ ‘Don Jinin ’ has, indeed, great power , hut its power is owing to the force of tlie 
serious writing, and to the odilitv of tlic contrast between tlnit and the flashy passages 
with which it is iiiterKiub d. Fioin the sublime to the ridiculous there is })ut one 
step. You laugh and aie surpused that any one should turn round and travestie 
hiiiiselt the diollery is in the utter diHoontinuity of ideas and feelings. The noble 
loid IS almost the only writci w ho Las prostituted his talents in this way He hallows 
in oidci to deseeiate ; takes a ]»leasuie in dHfdCing the images of beauty bis liarids 
have ’.viounht ; and raises our lioyies and our b(dief in goodness to heaven, only to dash 
them to the earth ag.un, and break them in yucces the moie effeetnally from the Aery 
height they ha\e fallen Our enthusiasm foi genius or viitue is thus turned into a 
jest by the Aery y)eiS(»n A\ho has kindkd it, and who thus fatally quenches the spaiks 
of both It IS not that Lord Jhion is soim times serious and sometimes tiifling, some- 
times jirofligale and someiimos inoial, — Iml wdun lie is most serious and most moral, 
h(‘ IS only luejiaiing to inoiiify the unsii^jieeting reader Iw putting a yjitiful hoax upon 

hn.i ’ 


We HOW introduce a o^•lltlel .]udge, tlie imiiiible uiul liuniiuie Sii Samuel 
Rgeitoii Brydges, Bari , a ])uet as Avell us a critic on ]K)elry 

XIX. TJETPOKS. 

“ ‘Don Juan’ is, no doubt, vciy licentious in parts, Avhicli renders it dangerous to 
ynaise it very much , and makes it iiuinvqier for those wdio liave not a cool and coriect 
jinlgmcnt, and cannot parato the obyei tioiiable y'arts from the numerous beautiful 
pa^sa.'es mterinixcd Rut uowinu'e is the poet’s mind more elastic, free, and Aigorous, 
and his knowledge of Imiiiau nature more ^iiryuising. It has all sorts of faults, many 
of which cannot be defended, and some of wdiich are disgusting , but it has, also, 
almost every sort of poetical meiit , there are in it some of the finest passages which 
Lord Ryron ca’-ci wrote , there is amazing knowledge of human nature in it , there is 
exquisite humour ; there is freedom, and bound, and vigour of nanative, imagery, 
sentiment, and style, which are admirable ; there is a \'ast fertility of deep, extensive, 
and .original thought, and, at the B.ime time, there is the profusion of a prompt and 
most richly-stored memory. The invention is lively and poetical ; the descriptions 
are brilliant and glowing, jet, not overwrought, but fresh from nature, and faithful 
to her colouis ; and the prevalent cbaiactoi of the whole (bating too many daik spots) 
not dispiriting, tliough gloomy ; not niisantbropic, though bitter ; and not rejiulBive 
to the visions of poetical eiitbusiasm, though indignant and resentful. 1 know not 
hew to wish he had never written this poem, in spite of all its faults and intermingled 
mischief ! There arc parts of it which are among the most brilliant proofs of iiis 
genius , and, what is even better, there are parts which tlirow a blaze of light upon 
ihe knowledge of human life ” 
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Our next paragraph is from “Remarks on the Tendeneies of n)on 
Juan,’ ” (1822,) by the author of “ Lacoii ; or, Many Tliings in Few Words,” 
wickedly miscalled by Loid Byron, “Few Things in Many Words.” 

XX. TIEV. CALEB COLTON. 

“The muse of Byron has mixed her poison with the hand of an adept; it is 
profFeieil in a goblet of crystal and of gold , it will jilcase the palate, remain on the 
btumaeli, and circulate through the veins Wo live lu an nge wlieri orators aro trying 
how much treason they may talk witlioiil being lianged, poets how much nonsense they 
may write without being neglected, and bbei tines how much licenUousness they may 
venture upon witliout being (3xecrated and despised. We consider ‘Bon Juan’ to he a 
bold experiment, made by a daring and determined hand, on the moral patience of tlie 
public. It IS most melancholy to leflect that a man ot Loid Byron’s stupendous powers 
should lend hiiuseW to such unworthy purjjoRes as these , led theieto by the grovelling 
gratification of dazzling the fool, or encouraging tlie knave ; of snppoiting the weakest 
Bophistiy by tlie strongest genius, and the darkest wakeilne^s by the brightest wit. 
He applies, alas f the beams of Uis mighty iniiid, m>t to coiufoit, but to ceiisme us, 
and, like Nero, gives us iiotlung but a little harmony to console us for the contlagration 
he has caused. I shall sum up my opinion of ‘Bon Juan’ hi the words of Sialiger on 
a poem of Cardinal Benibus — * Jloc pacttia vocui c postics ant obscceuissiniani ele(jan~ 
tia/iLj aul cl('ganti6i>iiiiaiii oObCvuiiifafeifL.^ ” 


The Rev. Jolm Styles, D.D., whom Sidney Smith termed “a silly and 
sacred geiitleiiian,” and who was ceitaiidy a very dull and pompous 
}>reacher, published a seiinoii, which was sold by his pew-openers, entitled 
^‘Lord Byiou’a Works, viewed lu connexion with Cliristiaiiity and the 
Obligations of Social Life.” Thus (leclaims the Doctor with stupifying 
statelmess . — 

XXI. STYLES, 

“Be assured, my brethren, it is with sorrowful reluctance I feel mys^df called upon 
to ilcnoiiiice the grc.itest genius of the age as the gieatest enemy of his sjiecies The 
pueni IS one in which the autliui has put futh all the enemy of his wonderful ficulties; 
nor hasi he wiittun anything moie decisiveb and trium])hantly expie'.sive of the great- 
ness ot his genius. It is at once the gloiy and disgiace of our liter.it are ; and will 
remain to all ages a perpetual monument of the exalted genius and dejuav d heart of 
the writer It is devoted to the wor-^t of purposes and passions ; and flows on in one 
continual Htrea.m of pollution Its great design seems to be, lo shame the good out of 
then viiUies, and to inspiie the wicked with tlie piide of depravity. If, foi a moment, 
the authoi appears to to- get himself, ami to sullei his muse to hieathe ot puiity and 
tenderness — il a touch of humanity, a faint gleam ot goodness, awaken our sympathy, 
he turns upon u-* with a sneer of oemLempt, or laughs our seii-sibility to scoiu. 
Indeed, throughout, we d.scover the heartless dcspiser of human nature ; — a 
denaturalised being, who, having cxli.iusted every species of sensual gratitica'ion, 
and drained the cu}> of sin to its bitteiest diegs, is resolved to show that he is no 
longer human, even in his frailties, but a cool, uiicoucoriied fiend, tre.iting, well-iugh 
with equal derision, the most }iuie ot viitues and the must odious of vices, dead alike 
to the beauty ot the one and the defoimity of the othei , yet possessing a lestless 
6j)irit of sed\ictvon, — debasing the nobler part of man, that he may more surely bring 
into action Ins baser appetites and passions To accomplish this, he has lavished ail 
the wiles of his wit, all the enchantments of liis genius. In evei 7 page the poet le a 
libertine ; and the most unexceptionable passages are mildewed with impurity. The 
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cloven foot of tlie libidinous satyr is monstrously -associated with the angel- wing of 
genius 0, my brothien ' how I wish that the style of this discourse could be leas 
acuiwitory and seveif 


The “ Letter of Cato to Lord Byron ” attracted considerable notice ; and 
H-as ascribed, we believe erroneously, to the Hev. George Croly. 

XXIT. C\T0. 

“ Whatever youi princi[)les, no page (if any of your writings has contributed to the 
^('cnrityoi ihe Vloinment of vii-tue. Have you not olionded agairij^t decency? audj 
Tei'Uilhiti’d sh.uue Have you not represented almost every w'oman as a harlot ^ 
ll((W voui fii'iiie will st.iiid with ]U)stpiity, it would be idle to siieciilatc upon. It is 
not improbable tliat soiuetliim; lihe the doubt winch ciossed the nuud of the setiato, 
wlietliei thi\v slmuld ])iOiiounce their decea^ed emperoi a tyiant or a god will perplex 
tlie judgment of su< < eediug geiiei.ition.s as to the credit and cdiaiaclei of youi poetiy. 
Thev will h.iidh himw li tiny shall deify or desecrate a genus so inajestK;, degrading 
itsilf oy sulijcf (.s and sentiments so lepulsivc lie who hrutaliscs every feefing that 
g.ves dignity to six ml, evtr} prineiide that imparts eoiiifort to d^micstic, life — he who 
repiCMMitsall eh>isl]t> as visionary, and all virtue as vile, is nit entitled to be con- 
sideied as a man — he is a lirint/ Utcniry monster.''' 


After much diligence wo Lave failed to discovei the full ii.iinc of a 
wiitcr who afiixcd to his criticism the iiiitLils W. (' 

XXTIT. w. (' . 

“It IS to ‘Hon Jnan,’ the la-.t of Lord Jlyron's ]a odnetions, that he will oue hia 
immortiility. It is his onl\ woik which excels hy its alluicment and d'diglit, b'* its 
powei of .ittitieliiig and dotiuiiig aiteritiuii Tlie wild and daniig sallies of sentiment 
with wdnch it ab muds, the iiiegular and eccenirn violence of wit wdiieh ]>eivade» every 
ciiito, evcit-' at oue-* .istouifthiueiit and enthusiasm. Indeed, if we except the sixteen 
sotiic.s ot Jnveiial, tln-io is iiotlnng in antiquity so bittei or decisive, as the sixteen 
caiilos of ‘ Don Juin ’ The Koinan satirist exliibits a inixtme of dignity and aversion, 
o( h.iiied and invective , tli- English censor displays a conterii]>t of the various lelatioas 
of siH lety, of tfie h\pociisies, the tumults, and the agitations of Lie .Juvenal 
clivlains to wield tlie feeble wea]>on of iidieule — Byron delights to mix seriousness with 
meiiiment, and thoughts puiely jocular with sentiments of evaspciation and levenge. 
Juvenal IS never juilhetu — Byion, when he ai rives at tins spinuts of extelleuce, 
destroys it.s effect by efruvions of lulniile or insensilnrity. Both poets, however, 
eNliihitthe same ebullitions of lesentment against the miseiabie victims wdnch they 
Bacriliee to their fury — the same sc<»rn for mankind — ami the same vehemenee in 
deiiicting their ernnes, passions, and follies Both attimk existing villany, strike at 
corruption and profligaf 3 % and tiample upon tlie turintiide and baseness of high life. 
Both aic grave, inliepul, and implacable. If at any time they relax the sternuess ol 
thei r manner, they nevei forget themselves. They sometimes smile, indeed, but their 
si iile IS inoie teiriPr than then frown . it is never excited but when their indignation 
is mingled with contempt.” 


The sarcastic gaiety of “A Letter to Lord Byron, by John Bull/* 
London, 1821 , was tbougbt by the poet Ininself to be extremely clever, 
and he was curious to learn the nunie of the author, whom he suspected 
to be one of his iiifiniate friends. 
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XXIV. JOHN BULL. 

“ Stick to ‘ Don Jnan ;* it is the only sincere thin;; you have ever written ; and it 
will live many years after all your Harolds have ceased to be, in your own words, 

‘ A school gnl'd talc — the wondei of an hour ’ 

I consider ‘Don Juan’ as out of all sight the best of your works it is by far the 
most spirited, the most straightforward, the most interesting, and the most poetical ; 
and everybody thinks as I do of it, although they have not the lieart to say so. Old 
Gilford’s brow relaxed as he gloated over it, Mr Croker chuckled; Dr. Whitaker 
smirked ; Mr. Milinan sighed ; Mr. Colciidge took it to his bed with him. 

“ I think the giesit charm of its style is, that it is not much like the style of any 
other poem m the woild It is utter humbug to say, that it is borrowed from the 
style of the Italian weavers of meny otfam rtimi , their moinment is nothing, 
because tliey have notlnng but their men iiuerit , youi.s is everything, because it is 
delightfully intermingled with, and ccmtiasted by, all manner of seiious things — 
murder and lust included It is also mere humbug to accuse you of having plagiarised 
it fioin Mr. Frere’s pretty and gi aceful little Whistleciafls The measuie, to be sure, 
IS tlie same , but then the lueasuiv' is as old as the lulls. But the spirit of the two 
poets IS as different a.s can be Mr. Frere writes elegantly, ^playfully, veiylikc a 
geiitlemaii, and a scholar, and a lespectahle man , and his iioems never sold, nor ever 
W^llJ sell. Your ‘ Don Juai>,’ again, is writien .strongly, lasciviously, fiercely, 
laugiiingly, — everybody sce.s in a moment that nobody could have written it but a man 
of the first order, h )tU in genius and in dis.sijiation — a real master of all Ins tools — 
a jjroflig.Lte peiuicious, in csisti blc, ehaiiuing devil ; — and accordingly the Don sells, 
and will sell, to the end of time, whether oui good fiieiid, Mr. John Muriay, honour 
it with his impnmaiiir, or doth not so honoui it I will mention a book, however, 
from whuh I do think you have taken a great m.auy hint? , nay, a great many pretty 
full .sketclus, foi your .luan It is one whien (with a few inoie) one never secs men- 
tioiied in leviews, because it is a book written on tJie anti -hum bug priucijile It is — 
you know it exceedingly well — it i.s no othei than ‘ P^aublas,’ a book which contaius as 
much good lun as Gil Bhis, oi Molu're , as much good luscious descii])tion as the 
Ileloise , as much fancy and imagination as all the comedies in the English language 
put together, and less humbug llitiu nny one given nuuante that has been wiitteri since 
Don Quixote — a book whicli is to be found on the tables of roura^ and in the desks of 
divines, and under the pillows of siunsteis — a book, m a woid, which is read uui- 
vei sally — T wish I could add — in the original 

“ But all this lias nothing to do with tlie chaiming .style of ‘ i>on Juao,’ which is 
entirely and inimit .hly your own — the sweet, fiery, rapid, easy — heautitully ea^^y — 
auti-humbug style of ‘ Don Juan.’ Ten .stanzas of it are Avortli all your ‘ Manfre<l ’ — 
an ! yet your ‘ Manfred’ is a noble poem, too, in its way. I h.id really no idea, Avhat 
a very clever fellow you were till I read ‘ Don Juan.’ In my humble oinnioii, there is 
VI ry little in the literature of the }irescnf d.iy that will stand the te4 of half a century, 
except the Srofth novels of Sn Waltei Sciitt, and ‘Don .Uian ’ They will do so 
lecause they are Amtten with perfect facility .uid iiatme — lieeause their mateiials aie 
all diawai fiom life.” 

Coming once more to men with names, we present the juilgments of the 
biographers of Byron, beginning with this extract from a Life by tJie 
novelist — 

XXV, GALT, 

“Strong objections have been made to the moral tendency of ‘ Don Juan ; * but, in 
ti e opinion of many, it is L^^d Byron’s masterpiece , and undoubtedly it displays all 
tl.e varieties of his powers, combined with a quaint playfulness not found to an equal 
dfgrce in nny other of his works. The serious and pathetic portions are exquisitely 
beautiful, the desciiptions have all the distinctne.ss of the be.st picture-s m ‘Childe 
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Harold,’ and aie, luuxover, geneially drawn from natuie ; while the satire is for tlie 
most part cm lously associated and sparklingly witty. The characters aie sketched 
with amazing fiiiiincss and ficodom , and, though Boinetimes grotesque, are yet not 
often oveith.uged It is professedly an epic poem, but it may be more pi operlv 
described as a ])iietical novel. Nor can it be said to inculcate any particulai mornl, 
or to do more than urunantle the decorum of society Fold and buoyant thioughout, 
it exhibits a free uieverent knowledge of the woild, langhing or mocking ai the 
thought serves, iii the most unexpected antitheses to the proprieties of time, pl’.cc, 
and en cmristancc Tin' object of the ]'oeni is to describe the piogiess of .a hbertino 
tliiough life , not an unprincipled prodigal, whose profligacy, growing with his growth 
and stiengtheiiing with his strength, passes from voluptuous indulgence into llie 
morbid sensuality of svstematie dehaueheiy ; but a young gentleman who, whirled bv 
the vigour and MvaciLy of Ins animal spirits into a world of adventures, in which Ins 
stars are cliielly in fault foi his liaii<oiiSj settles at last into an honniirable lawgiver, a 
moral speak ci on divoice bills, and possibly a subsciiber to the Society for the 
Sujiijression of Vice ” 

Fiom^Lord Bvroii and some of liis Conteiiipoiaries,” we quote the 
ungenerous tesliinony of the poet’s guest and debtor Leigh Hunt. 

XXYI. LVTGir HUNT. 

“ TTis hero in ‘ Di»n Jiian’ was a picture of the bettor part of hi^ own natiuc. 
■When tlio aiith.ii speaks iii Ins own peison, he is eivleavouring to bully himself int • a 
satisfaction wilh tlie wi'ise, and courting tlic eulogies of the ‘kmwing.' His 
jealousy of W<n ‘l,->\u)rtli and otliers who w'eie not town ])OLts was not moie creditable 
to Lira. lie luttcuded to think woise of them than he did ” 

After depicting (he mode of life pursued by Lord Hyroii at Venice, in 
1817*18, thus proceeds Lis piiucqial biographer — 

XXVII. MOOHE. 

“ It "was at this time, as the features of the progeny itself w-ould but too plainly 
indicate, that Lord Hu on conceived and wiote jiuit of his jiocm of ‘ Don Juan ; ’ — and 
never did jiages im»re faitlifully, and in many respects lamentably, reflect every variety 
of feeling, and wlnm, and passion that, like the lack of autumn, swept acioss the 
authors iiiiiid in writing tliem The cnol shiewdiiess of age, with the vivacity and 
gli>wing teiiiperauient of youth, — tlie Wjt of a Voltaire, with the sensibility of a 
Kousscau, -tlie minute practical knowledge of a man of society, with tlie abstract and 
self-coutemplativc spirit of the ]>out, — a susceptibility of all that is giamlest and most 
aliietiiig in human virtue, wdh a deep, w itlieiing exiieritnce of all that is most fatal 
to it, -the two cKtierries, in short, of man’s mixed and inconsistent nature, now 
rankly smelling of earth, now buathing of heaven,— such w'as the stiange assemblage 
of C'-ntraiy elements, all m^-eting together in the same mind, and all brought to bear, 
in turn, ujioii the same task, fi*im whuh alone could have sprung this extraordinary 
poem — the most jHwoiful and, in many respeets, juimful display of the versatility of 
genius tliat has ever bcuu left fur succeeding ages to wonder at and deploie.” 


In a tribute sent to an Edinburgh newspaper on receiving the news of 
Lord Byron s death, we liave “Bon Juan ” touched on by 

XXYIII. WALTER SCOTT. 

** As various in composition as Shakspeare himself (this will be admitted by all 'viho 
aie acc^uamted with his ‘ Dun Juan'), he ha.s embraced every toiuc of human life, 
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fiouiuled every string on the divine harp, from its slightest to its most powerful and 
heart-astounding tones There is scarce a }(assiou or a situation which has escaped 
ids pen ; and he miglit be drawn, like Garrick, between the weeping and the laughing 
Muse, although his most poweiful efforts have certainly been devoted to Melpomene. 
Ills genius seemed as prolific as various. The most jirodigal use did not eihaust his 
powers, nay scorned lather to increase their vigour. Neither * Ohihlc ITaiold,’ nor any 
of the most beautiful of Byron’s earlier tales, contain more exquisite moi^sels of poetry 
than are to be found scattered through the cantos of ‘Don Juan,’ amidst verses winch 
the author appears to have thrown off with an efioit as spontaneous as that of a tree 
resigning its leaves to the wind.” 

In a little journal conducted by Goethe, and entitled “Kunst und 
Altherthuiii,” i. e. “ Art iirid Antiquity,” (Part III. 1821), tliere appeared 
a translation into German of part of the first canto of “ Don Juau,” with 
some remarks by the distin^uislicd Editor. 

XXIX. GOEmK. 

“‘Don Juan' is a thoroughly genial work — misanthropical to the hiileicst 
savageness, tender to the nio.st exquisite delicacy ot sweet feelings , and when we once 
understand and appreciate the author, and make upoui minds not fietfully and vainly 
to wish him other than he is, it is iinpossihle not to enjoy what he chooses to jioiir 
out before us with such iinbounded audiuity — with such utter lecklessiiess. The 
techTiiciil execution of the verse is in eveiy respect ausw'erahle to the stiange, wild 
simplicity of the conception and plan . the poet no more thinks of iiolislung his ]>hrase, 
than he does of flattering his kind, and jet when we evaiiiine the piece more nar- 
rowly, we feel that Knglish poetiy is in possession of wdiat tlic German has never 
attained, a classically elegant comic style If I am blamed for recommending this 
work for translation— for thiow'iiig out hints w-hich may serve to introduce .so imiiioial 
a performance among a quiet and iiiicoriupted nation — I answ er, that I really do no 
peiceive any likelihood of our virtue’s sustaining serious damage in this way : Poets 
and Romancers, bad os they may be, have not yet learned to be more pernicious than 
the daily newspapers which he on every table.” 


With the judgment of Scott and Goethe we conclude tliese prolegomena, 
and will interpose no lesser authority between them and the only genius 
©f tlieir generation who could rank with them m power. 




DON JUAN. 


(;anto 'J'tik first.* 


K' ^ at V eziicse mbei 6, tiiii£Liid Nov, 


IBIS ” — U. 



FRAGMENT. 

Oil ilic hack of the PoeVs MS. of Canto /. 

— 

1 WOULD to heaven that I were so iniich clay. 

As I am blood, bone, marrow, passion, feeling — 
Because at least the jiast were passM away — 

And for the future — (but I virite this reeling. 
Having got drunk exceedingly to-day. 

So that 1 secMu to stand upon the ceiling) 

1 say — the futuie is a serious matter — 

And so — for God^s sake — hock and soda-water I 
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Bob South ey? You^re a poet — Poet-laureate, 
And representative of all tlie race; 

Although ^tis true that you turned out a Tory at 
Last, — yours has lately been a couiinoii case ; 
And now, my Kpic llencgade ! what are ye at ? 

With all tlic Lakers, in and out of place ? 

A nest of tuneful persons, to my eye 
Like four and twenty Blackbirds iti a pye ; 


‘Which pye being opened they began to sing" 
(This old song and new simile holds good), 

A dainty dish to set before the King,'*' 

Or Begent, who admires such kind of food; — 
And Coleridge, too, has lately taken wing. 

But like a hawk encumber'd with his hood,— 
Explaining metaphysics to the nation — 

I wish ho would explain his Explanation.' 


You, Bob ! are rather insolent, you know. 

At being disappointed in your wish 
To supersede all warblers here below. 

And be the only Blackbird in the dish; 

And then you overstrain yourself, or so. 

And tumble downward like the flying fish 
Gasping on deck, because you soar too high. Bob, 
And fall, for lack of moisture quite a-dry. Bob ! 
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IV. 

And Wordsworth, in a rather long "Excursion" 
(I think the quarto holds five hundred pages). 
Has given a sample from the vasty version 
Of his new system to perplex the sages ; 

^Tis poetry — at least by his assertion. 

And may appear so when the dog-star rages — 
And he who understands it would be able 
To add a story to the Towner of Babel. 


You — Gentlemen ! by dint of long seclusion 
From better company, have kept your own 
At Keswick,® and, through still continued fusion 
Of one anotheFs minds, at last have growm 
To deem as a most logical conclusion, 

Tliat Poesy has wTcaths for you alone : 

There is a narrowness in such a notion. 

Which makes me wish youM change your lakes for ocean. 


VI. 

I would not imitate the petty thought. 

Nor coin my self-love to so base a vice. 

For all the glory your conversion brought. 

Since gold alone should not have been its price. 
You have your salary : wasT for that you WTOUght^ 
And Wordsworth has his place in the Excise ?® 
You^re shabby fellows — true — but poets still, 

And duly seated on the immortal hill. 


Your bays may hide the baldness of your brows — 
Perhaps some virtuous blushes ; — let them go — 
To you I envy neither fruit nor boughs — 

And for the fame you w^ould engross below. 

The field is universal, and allows 

Scope to all such as feel the inherent glow ; 

Scott, Rogers, Campbell, Moore, and Crabbe, will try 
'Gainst you the question with posterity. 
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VIII. 

For me, who, wandering with pedestrian Muses, 
Contend not with you on the winged steed, 

I wish your fate may yield ye, when she chooses. 
The fame you envy, and the skill you need ; 
And recollect a poet nothing loses 

In giving to his brethren their full meed 
Of merit, and complaint of present days 
Is not tlie certain path to future praise. 


IX. 

He that reserves his laurels for posterity 

(Who does not often claim the bright reversion) 
Has generally no great crop to spare it, he 
Being only injured by his own assertion; 

And although here and there some glorious rarity 
Arise like Titan from the sca^s immersion. 

The major part of such appellants go 

To — God knows where — for no one else can know. 


If, fallen in evil days on evil tongues, 

Milton appeal’d to the Avenger, Time, 

If Time, the Avenger, execrates his wrongs. 

And makes the word “ Miltonic ” mean '' suhlime^^ 
He deigned not to belie his soul in songs. 

Nor turn his very talent to a crime ; 
lie did not loathe the Sire to laud the Son, 

But closed the tyrant-hater he begun. 


XI. 

Thiuk’st thou, could he — the blind Old Man — arise. 

Like Samuel from the grave, to freeze once more 
The blood of monarchs with his prophecies, 

Or be alive again — again all hoar 
With time and trials, and those helpless eyes. 

And heartless daughters — worn — and pale^ — and poor ; 
Would he adore a sultan ? he obey 
The intellectual eunuch Castlereagh ? “ 

T 2 
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XII. 

CJold-blooded, smooth-faced, placid miscreant ! 

Dabbling its sleek young hands in Brings gore. 
And thus for wider carnage tauglit to pant, 
TransferrM to gorge upon a sister shore. 

The vulgarest tool that Tyranny could want. 

With just enough of talent, and no more, 

To lengthen fetters by another fix^d. 

And offer poison long already mix^d. 

XIII. 

An orator of such set trash of phrase 
Ineffably — legitimately vile. 

That even its grossest flatterers dare not praise. 

Nor foes — all nations — condescend to smile; 

Not even a sprightly blunder's spark can blaze 
Brom that Ixion grindstone^ s ceaseless toil. 

That turns and turns to give the world a notion 
Of endless torments and perpetual motion, 

XIV. 

A bungler even in its disgusting trade, 

A botching, patching, leaving still behind 
Something of which its masters are afraid. 

States to be curbed, and thoughts to be confined. 
Conspiracy or Congress to be made — 

Cobbling at manacles for all mankind — 

A tinkering slave-maker, wdio mends old chains. 
With God and man's abhorrence for its gains. 


XV. 

If we may judge of matter by the mind. 
Emasculated to the marrow It 
Hath but two objects, how to serve, and bind. 
Deeming the chain it wears even men may fit, 
Eutropius of its many masters,® — blind 
To worth as freedom, wisdom as to wit. 
Fearless — because no feeling dwells in ice. 

Its very courage stagnates to a vice. 
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Where shall I turn me not to view its bonds. 

For I will never feel them ; — Italy ! 

Thy late reviving !^man soul desponds 

Beneath the lie this State-thiiig breathed o^er thee — 
Thy clanking chain, and Brings yet green wounds, 
Have voices — tongues to cry aloud for me. 

Europe has slaves, allies, kings, armies still, 

And Southey lives to sing them very ill. 

xvir. 

Meantime, Sir Laureate, I proceed to dedicate, 

In honest simple verse, this song to you. 

And, if in flattering strains I do not predicate, 

’Tis that I still retain my "butf and blue; ^ 

My politics as yet are all to educate : 

Apostacy^s so fashionable, too. 

To keep one creed's a task grown quite Herculean ; 

Is it not so, my Tory, ultra- Julian?® 


Yuuoe, Seipiemher 16, ISIS. 



NOTES TO DEDICATION. 


• [Coleridge’s “Biograpliia Literaria” apj)eared in 1817.] 

2 [Mr. Southey is the only poet of the day that ever resided at Keswick. Mr. 
Wordsworth, who lived at one time on Grrasmeie, afterwards settled at Mount Kydal, 
near Amblesidc.] 

® Wordsworth’s place may be in the Customs — it is, I think, in that or the Excise 
— ^besides another at Lord Lonsdale’s table, where this poetical charlatan and political 
parasite licks up the crumbs with a hardened alacrity , the converted Jacobin having 
long subsided into the clownish sycojrhant of the worst prejudices of the aristocracy. 

^ “Pale, but not cadaverous — Milton’s two elder daughters are said to have 
robbed him of his books, besides cheating and plaguing him iii the economy of his 
house, &c. &c His feelings on such an outrage, both as a parent and a scholar, must 
have been siiigulaily painful Hayley compares him to Lear. See x>art third, Life of 
Milton, by W. Hayley (or Hailey, as sj>elt m the edition befoie me). 

® Or, — 

“ Would he subside into a hackney Laureate^ — 

A scribbling, self-sold, soul-hiicd, scorn’d Iscariot 
I doubt if “Laureate” and “Iscariot” be good rhymes, but must say, as Ben 
Jonson did to Sylvester, who challenged him to rhyme with — 

“I, John Sylvester, 

Lay with your sister. ” 

Jonson answered — “I, Ben Jonson, lay with your wife.” Sylvester answered, — 
“That is not rhyme.” — “ No,” said Bon Jonson j “ but it is triic.*^ 

® For the character of Eutropius, the eunuch and minister at the court of Arcadius, 
see Gibbon. [“Eutropius, one of the principal eunuchs of the palace of Constan- 
tinople, succeeded the haughty miiiistei whose ruin he had accomplished, and whose 
vices he soon imitated. He was the fust of his artificial sex who dared to assume the 
character of a Koman magistrate and general. Sometimes, in the presence of the 
blushing senate, he ascended the tribune to pronounce judgment, or to repeat elabo- 
rate harangues ; and sometimes appeared on hoiseback, at the head of his troo])s, in 
the dress and armour of a hero. The disregard of custom aud decency always betrays 
a weak and ill-regulated mind . nor does Eutroiiius seem to have compensated for the 
folly of the design by any superior merit or ability in the execution. His awkward 
and unsuccessful attempts provoked the secret contempt of the spectators ; the Goths 
expressed a wish that such a general might always command the armies of Rome, aud 
the name of the minister was branded with ridicule, more pernicious, perhaps, than 
hatred to a public character.” — Gibbon.] 

^ [Mr. Fox and the Whig Club of his time adopted an uniform of blue and buff ; 
hence the coverings of the ^inburgh Review.] 

B I allude not to our friend Landor’s hero, the traitor Count Julian, but to Gibbon’s 
hero, vulgarly yclept “ The Apostate.” 



DON JUAN. 


CANTO TUB FIRST. 


I WANT a hero : an uncommon want. 

When every year and month sends forth a new one. 
Till, after cloying the gazettes with cant. 

The age discovers he is not the true one : 

Of such as these I should not care to vaunt, 

Fll therefore take our ancient friend Don Juan — 
We all have seen him, in the pantomime. 

Sent to the devil somewhat ere his time.* 


II. 

Vernon,* the butcher Cumberland,* Wolfe,* Hawke,* 

Prince Pgrdinand,® Granby,' Burgoync,® Keppel,* Howe,® 
Evil and good, have had tlieir tithe of talk. 

And fill’d their sign -posts then, like Wellesley now ; 
Each in tlieir turn like Banquets inonarchs stalk. 

Followers of fame, nine farrow ’’ of that sow ; 

France, too, had Buonaparte,** and Dumourier 
Becorded in the.Moiiiteur and Courier. 
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[OAHTO I. 


III. 

Barnave/* Brissot,” Condorcet/" Mirabeau,'* 

Petioii,‘® Clootz,*' Dantoii,*® Marat, La Fayette,®* 

Were French, and famous people, as we know ; 

And there were others, scarce forgotten yet, 

Joubert,** Hoche,” Marceau,® Lannes,®^ Desaix,® Moreau,* 
With many of tlie military set. 

Exceedingly remarkable at times. 

But not at all adapted to my rhymes. 


IV. 

Nelson was once Britannia^s god of war, 

And still should be so, but the tide is turn’d ; 
There’s no more to be said of Trafalgar, 

’Tis with our hero quietly iuurn’d ; 

Because the army’s grown more popular. 

At which the naval people are concern’d ; 
Besides, the prince is all for the Luid-service, 
Forgetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jervis, 


Brave men were living before Agamemnon 
And since, exceeding valorous and sage, 

A good deal like him too, though quite the same none ; 

But then they shone not on tlie poet’s page. 

And so have been forgotten : — I condemn none. 

But can’t find any in the present age 
Fit for my poem (that is, for my new one) ; 

So, as I said, I’ll take my friend Don Juan. 

VI. 

Most epic poets plunge " in medias res ” 

(Horace makes this the heroic turnpike-road^ 

And then your hero tells, wdiene’er you please, 

What went before — by way of episode. 

While seated after dinner at his ease. 

Beside his mistress in some soft abode, 

Palace, or garden, paradise, or cavern. 

Which serves the happy couple for a tavern. 
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That is the usual method, but not mine — 

My way is to begin with the beginning ; 

The regularity of my design 

Porbids all wandering as the worst of sinning. 
And therefore I shall open with a line 

(Although it cost me half an hour in spinning) 
Narrating somewhat of Don Juanas father, 

And also of his mother, if yoiiM rather. 

VIII. 

In Seville was he born, a pleasant city, 

Pamous for oranges and women ® — he 
Wlio has not seen it will be much to pity. 

So says the proverb — and I quite agree ; 

Of all the Spanish towns is none more jiretty, 
Cadiz perhaps — but that you soon may see 
Don J uan^s parents lived beside the river, 

A noble stream, and callM the Guadalquivir. 


His father's name was Jose — Boriy of course, 

A true Hidalgo, free from every stain 
Of Moor or Hebrew blood, he traced his source 
Through the most Gothic gentlemen of Spain ; 
A better cavalier ne'er mounted horse. 

Or, being mounted, e'er got down again. 

Than Jdse, w^ho begot our hero, who 

Begot — but that's to come Well, to renew : 


His mother was a learned lady, famed 

Por every branch of every science known — 
In every Christian language ever named 
With virtues equall'd by her wit alone : 

She made the cleverest people quite ashamed. 
And even the good with inw^ard envy groan, 
Pinding themselves so very much exceeded 
In their own w^ay by all the things th^ she did. 
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Her memory was a mine : she knew by heart 
All Calderon and greater part of Lope, 

So that if any actor missed liis part 

Slie could have served him for the prompter's copy ; 
Tor her Pciiiagle's were an useless art,™ 

And he himself obliged to shut up shop — he 
Could never make a memory so fine as 
That wliich adorn'd the brain of Donna Inez. 


Her favourite science was the mathematical. 

Her noblest virtue was her magnanimity, 

Her wit (she sometimes tried at wit) was Attic all. 
Her serious sayings darken'd to sublimity;’^ 

In short, in all things she was fairly what I call 
A prodigy — her morning dress was dimity. 

Her evening silk, or, in the summer, muslin. 

And other stuffs, with which I wonT stay puzzling. 


XIII. 

Slie knew the Latin — that is, the Lord's prayer," 

And Greek — the alphabet — Dm nearly sure; 

She read some Prench romances here and there. 
Although her mode of speaking was not jiuie ; 
For native Siianish she had no great care. 

At least her conversation w as obscure ; 

Her thoughts were theorems, her words a problem. 
As if she deem'd that mystery wmuld ennoble 'cm.*^ 


She liked the English and the Hebrew tongue. 

And said there was analogy betw^een 'em ; 

She proved it somehow out of sacred song. 

But I must leave the proofs to those who've seen 'em. 
But this I heard her say, and can't be wrong. 

And all may think which way their judgments lean 'em, 
“ 'Tis strange — the Hebrew noun which means ' I am,' 

The English always %se to govern d — ii." 


/ ffS:. 
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Some women use their tongues — she looked a lecture. 
Each eye a sermon, and her brow a homily. 

An all-in-all sufficient self-director, 

Like the lamented late Sir Samuel Eomilly,® 

The Law’s expounder, and tlie State’s corrector. 

Whose suicide was almost an anomaly — 

One sad example more, that All is vanity,’^ — 

(The jury brought their verdict in Insanity.^’) 

XVI. 

In short, she was a walking calculation. 

Miss Edgeworth’s novels stepping from their covers, 
Or Mrs. Trimmer’s books on education,®^ 

Or ^^Coelebs’ Wife”®'" set out in quest of lovers, 
Morality’s prim personification. 

In which not Envy’s self a flaw discovers ; 

To others’ share let “ female errors fall,’.’ 

Eor she had not even one — the worst of all. 


Oh ! she was perfect past all parallel — 

Of any modern female saint’s cora])aiison ; 

So fixr above the cunning powers of hell. 

Her guardian angel had given up his garrison ; 
Even her minutest motions went as well 

As those of the best time-piece made by Harrison : 
In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her, 

Save thine '' incomparable oil,” Macassar ! 


Perfect she was, but as perfection is 
Insipid in this naughty world of ours. 

Where our first parents never leara’d to kiss 
Till they were exiled from their earlier bowers. 
Where all was peace, and innocence, and bliss, 

(I wonder how they got through the twelve hours), 
Don J ose, like a lineal son of Eve, 

Went plucking various fruit without lier leave. 
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He was a mortal of the careless kind, 

With no great love for learning, or the learned. 

Who chose to go where'er he had a mind. 

And never drearn'd liis lady was concern'd ; 

The world, as usual, wickedly inclined 
To see a kingdom or a liouse o'erturn'd. 

Whisper'd he had a mistress, some said two, » 

But for domestic quarrels oyie will do. 


Now Donna Inez had, with all her merit, 

A great opinion of her own good qualities; 
Neglect, indeed, requires a saint to bear it. 

And such, indeed, she Avas in her moralities ; * 
But then she had a devil of a spirit, 

And sometimes mix'd up fancies with realities. 
And let few opportunities escape 
Of getting her liege lord into a scrape. 


This was an easy matter with a man 

Oft in tlie wj’ong, and never on his guard ; 

And even the wdsest, do the best they can. 

Have moments, liours, and days, so unprepared, 
That you might " brain them with their lady's fan ; 

And sometimes ladies hit exceeding hard. 

And fans turn into falchions in fair hands. 

And why and wherefore no one understands. 

XXIT. 

'Tis pity learned virgins ever wed 

With persons of no sort of education, 

Or gentlemen, who, though well born and bred, 
Grow tired of scientific conversation : 

I don't choose to say much upon this head, 

I'm a plain man, and in a single station. 

But — Oh ! ye lords of ladies intellectual. 

Inform us truly, have they not hen-pcck'd you all ? 
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Don J(5se and liis ladj quarrellM — why^ 

Not any of the many could divine. 

Though several thousand people chose to -try, 
^Twas surely no concern of theirs nor mine; 
I loathe that low vice — curiosity ; 

But if there^s any thing in which I shine, 
^Tis in arranging all my friends^ affairs, 

Not having, of my own, domestic cares. 


And so I interfered, and witli the best 

Intentions, but their treatment was not kind; 
I tliiiik the foolish people were possess'd. 

If or neither of them could I ever find. 
Although their porter afterwards confess'd — 
But that's no matter, and the worst's behind. 
For little Juan o'er me tlirew, down stairs, 

A pail of housemaid's water unawares. 


XXV. 

A little curly-headed, good-for-nothing. 

And mischief-making monkey from his birth ; 

His jiiirents ne'er agreed except in doting 
Upon the most unquiet imp on earth ; 

Instead of quarrelling, had they been but both in 
Their senses, they'd have sent young master forth 
To school, or had him soundly whipp'd at home, 

To teach him manners for the time to come. 


Don Jose and the Donna Inez led 

For vsome time an unhappy sort of life, 
Wisliing each other, not divorced, but dead;* 
They lived respectably as man and wife. 
Their conduct w'as exceedingly well-bred, 

And' gave no outward signs of inward strife, 
Until at length the smother'd fire broke out. 
And put the business past all kind of doubt. 
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Tor Inez call'd some druggists and physicians. 
And tried to prove her loving lord was mad^ 
But as he had some lucid intermissions, 

She next decided he was only had ; 

Yet when they ask'd her for her depositions. 

No sort of explanation could be had, 

Save that lier duty both to man and God 
Eequired this conduct — wliich seem'd very odd. 


Slie kept a journal, where his faults were noted. 
And open'd certain trunks of books and letters. 
All which might, if occasion served, be quoted ; 

And then she had all Seville for abettors. 
Besides her good old grandmother (who doted) ; 

The hearers of her case became repeaters. 

Then advocates, inquisitors, and judges. 

Some for amusement, others for old grudges. 


And then this best and meekest woman bore 
With such serenity her husband's woes. 

Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore, 

Who saw their si)Ouses kill'd, and nobly chose 
Never to say a word about them more — 

Calmly she heard each calumny that rose. 

And saw iis agonies with such sublimity. 

That all the world exclaim'd, What magnanimity ! ” 


No doubt this patience, when the world is damning us. 
Is philosophic in our former friends ; 

'Tis also pleasant to be deem'd magnanimous, 

The more so in obtaining our own ends ; 

And what the lawyers call a malice mirnm " 

Conduct like this by no means comprehends : 
Revenge in person's certainly no virtue, 

But then 'tis not wy fault, if others hurt you. 
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XXXI. 

And if our quarrels should rip up old stories, 

And help them with a lie or two additional, 

Pm not to blame, as you well know — no more is 
Any one else — they w'erc become traditional ; 
Besides, their resurrection aids our glories 

By contrast, which is what we just were wishing all • 
And science profits by tliis resurrection — 

Dead scandals form good subjects for dissection. 


Their friends had tried at reconciliation,^^ 

Then their relations,^* who made matters worse, 
(^Twere hard to tell upon a like occasion 
To whom it may be best to have recourse — 

I can^t say much for friend or yet relation) : 

The lawyers did their utmost for divorce,'** 

But scarce a fee was paid on either side 
Before, unluckily, Don Jose died. 


He died ; and most unluckily, because. 

According to all hints I could collect 
From counsel learned in those kinds of laws, 
(Although their talFs obscure and circumspect) 
His death contrived to spoil a charming cause ; 

A thousand pities also with respect 
To public feeling, which on this occasion 
Was manifested in a great sensation. 

XXXIV, 

But ah ! he died ; and buried with him lay 
The public feeling and the lawyers' fees : 

His house was sold, his servants sent away, 

A Jew took one of his two mistresses, 

A priest the other — at least so they say ; 

I ask'd the doctors after his disease — 

He died of the slow fever called the tertian. 

And left his widow to her own aversion. 
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Yet Jose was an honourable man. 

That I must say, who knew him very well ; 

Therefore his frailties Til no further scan. 

Indeed there were not many more to tell : 

And if his passions now and then outran 
Discretion, and were not so peaceable 
As Numa^s (who was also named Pompilius),^* 

He had been ill brought up, and was born bilious, 

XXXVI. 

Whatever might be his worthlessness or worth, 

Poor fellow ! he had many things to wound him. 

Let's own — since it can do no good on earth — 

It was a trying moment that which found him 
Standing alone beside his desolate hearth, 

Where all his household gods lay shiver'd round him : 
No choice was left his feelings or his pride, 

Save death or Doctors' Commons — so he died/" 


Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir 

To a chancery suit, and messuages and lands, 
Which, with a long minority and care. 

Promised to turn out w^ell in proper hands : 
[nez became sole guardian, wdiich was fair. 

And answer'd but to nature's just demands; 
An only son left with an only mother 
Is brought up much more wisely than another. 


Sagest of w^omen, even of widows, she 

Eesolved that Juan should be quite a paragon. 
And worthy of the noblest pedigree : 

(His sire was of Castile, his dam from Aragon). 
Then for accomplishments of chivalry, 

In case our lord the king should go to war again, 
He learn'd the arts of riding, fencing, guimery. 

And how to scale a fortress — or a nunnery. 
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Hut that which Donna Inez most desired, 

And saw into herself each day before all 
Tlie learned tutors whom for him slie hired, 

Was, that his breeding should be strictly moral 
Much into all his studies slie inquired. 

And so they \\ere submitted first to her, all. 
Arts, sciences, no branch was made a mystery 
To Juanas eyes, (‘xcepting natural liisiorv. 


The languages, es2)eciiilly the dead. 

The sciences, and most of all the abstruse, 
Tiui arts, at least all such as could lui said 
To be the most remote from (‘ommoii use. 

In all these he was mneli and deeply read ; 

But not a page of any Hung fhaHs loose. 

Or hints continuation of the species. 

Was ever suffer^, lest lie sliould grow vicious. 

XLI. 

His classic studies made a litlJc juizzlc. 

Because of filtln loves of gods and goddesses. 
Who in the earlier ages raised a bustle, 

But never put on pantaloons or bodices ; 

His reverend tutors had at tmu's a tussle. 

And for their J^hieids, Iliads, and ()dysseys,“ 
Were forced to male an odd sort of ajiologv, 
For Donna Inez dreaded the Mythology. 


Ovid's a rake, as half his verses show him, 

Anacreon's morals are a still worse sample, 

Catullus scarcely has a decent poem, 

I don't think Sappho's Ode a good example. 
Although Longinus*' tells us there is no hymn 

Where the sublime soars forth on wings more ample; 
But Virgil's songs are pure, except that horrid one 
Beginning with " Formosum Pastor Corydon." 

TOL. Y. ' 
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Lucretius* irrcligion is too strong 

Por early stomachs, to prove wholesome food ; 
I can’t help thinking Juvenal w^as wrong, 
AUhough no doubt his real intent was good, 
Por speaking out so plainly in his song, 

So much indeed as to be dowmright rude ; 

And then what proper person can be partial 
To all those nauseous epigrams of Martial ? 


Juan was taught from out the best edition, 
Expurgated by learned men who place, 
Judiciously from out. tlie sclioolboy^s vision, 
'idle grosser jiarts ; hut, fearful to deface 
Too much tlieir modest bard by this omission,’® 
And pitting sore his mutilated case. 

They only add them all in an appendix, 

Which saves, in fact, the trouble of an index; 


For there w'c have them all “ at one fell swooj)/^ 
Instead of being scatter’d througli the pages ; 
They stand forth inarshaird in a liandsoine troop. 
To meet the ingenuous youtli of future ages. 
Till some less rigid editor shall stoop 

To call them buck into their separate cages, 
Instead of standing staring altogether, 

Like garden gods — and not so decent either. 


The Missal too (it w^as the family Missal) 

Was ornamented in a sort of way 
Wdiicli ancient mass-books often are, and this all 
Kinds of grotesques illumined ; and liow tlu‘y, 
Who saw those figures on the margin kiss all. 
Could turn their optics to the text and pray. 
Is more than I know — But Don Juan’s mother 
Kept this herself, and gave ner son another. 
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Sermons lie read, and lectures lie endured, 

And homilies, and lives of all the saints ; 

To Jerome and to Chrysostom inured. 

He did not take such studies for restraints ; 
Hut how faith is acquired, and tlieii ensured, 

So well not one of tl»e aforesaid paints 
As Saint Augustine in his fine Confessions, 
Which make the reader envy his transgressions. 

XLVITI 

This, too, was a sealM book to little Juan — 

I caiiH but say that Ins mamma was right. 

If such an education was the true one. 

She scarcely trusted him from out her sight ; 
Her maids were old, and if she took a new one. 
You might be sure she was a perfect fright. 
She did this during even her husband’s life— 

I recommend as much to every wife. 


Young Juan wax’d in goodlmess and grace; 

At SIX a charnnng cluld, and at eleven 
With all the promise of as fine a face 

As e’er to man’s inaturer growth was given. 

He studied steadily, and grew apace. 

And seem’d, at least, in the right road to lieaven. 
For half his days were pass’d at church, the other 
Between his tutors, confessor, and mother. 


At six, I said, he was a charming child. 

At twelve he w'as a fine, but quiet boy; 

Although in infancy a little wild. 

They tamed him down amongst them : to destroy 
His natural spirit not in vain they toil’d, — 

At least it seem’d so; and liis mother’s joy 
Was to declare how sage, and still, and steady, 

Her young philosopher was grown already. 

u 2 
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I had my doubts, porhaps I have them still, 
But what I say is neither here nor there : 
1 knew his fatlier well, and have some skill 
In character — but it would not be lair 
From sire to son to augur good or ill : 

He and his wife were an ill-sorted pair — 
But scandars my aversion — 1 protest 
Against all evil speaking, even in jest. 


For my part I say nothing — nothing — but 
This I will sa}^ — my reasons are my own — 

That it’ I liad an only son to put 

To school (as Cod be praised that I have none), 
^Tis not wulli Donna Inez 1 would sliut 
linn up to learn Ins caiecliisiu alone, 

No — no — rd send linn out bctiinevS to college. 

For there it was 1 pick'd up my own knowledge. 


For there one learns — 'tis not for me to boast. 
Though I acquired — but I pass over ihaty 
As w'ell as all the Greek I since have lost : 

I say that there's tlic place — but “ Terbim sail 
I think I pick'd up too, as w ell as most. 

Knowledge of matters — but no matter ivliai — 

I never married — but, I think, I know 
That sons should not be educated so. 


Young Juan now w^as sixteen years of age. 

Tall, handsome, slender, but w’ell knit : he seem'd 
Active, though not so sprightly, as a page; 

And every body but his mother deem'd 
Him almost man ; but she flew^ in a rage 

And bit her lips (for else slie might have scream'd) 
If any said so, for to be precocious 
Was in her eyes a thing the most atrocious. ^ 
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AinoTigst her numerous acquaintance, all 
Selected for discretion and devotion. 

There was the Donna Julia, wlioin to call 
Pretty were but to give a feeble notion 
Of many clianns in her as natural 

As sweetness to the flower, or salt to ocean. 
Her zone to Venus, or his bow to Cupid, 

(But this last simile is trite and stupid). 


The darkness of her Ojamital eye 
Accorded with hei ^loorisli origin ; 

(Her blood was not all 8 panisli, by the by; 

Tn Spain, you know, this is a sort of sin.) 
'When proud Ci'uiiada fell, and, forced to fly, 
Boabdrl wep*^,'^ of Donna -lulia's krn 
Some went to Africa, some stay’d in Spain, 
Her great great grandmamma cliose to remain. 


She married (I forget the iicdigrec) 

With an Hidalgo, wlio transinittod down 
His blood less noble tlian sucli blood should be; 

At such alliances his sires would frown, 

111 that point so precise in each degree 

That they bred in and as might be shown, 
Marrying their cousins — iia}^, their aunts, and nieces, 
Which always spoils the breed, if it increases. 


This heathenisli cross restored the breed again, 
ilnin'd its blood, but iiiucli improved its flesh ; 
Por from a root tire ugliest in Old Spain 
Sprung up a branch as beautiful as fresh ; 

The sons no more were short, the daughters plain : 

But there's a rumour winch i fain would hush,®^ 
'Tis said that Donna Julia's grandmamma 
Produced her Don more heirs at love than law. 
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However this might be, the race went on 
Improving still through every generation, 

Until it centred in an only son, 

Wlio left an only daughter; my narration 
May have suggested that this single one 
Gould be but Julia (whom on this occasion 
I shall have much to speak about), and she 
W as married, charming, cbaste, and twenty-three. 


LX. 

Her eye (Urn very fond of handsome eyes) 

Was large and dark, suppressing half its fire 
Until she spoke, then through its soft disguise 
Flashed an expression more of pride than ire. 

And love than either ; and there would arise 
A something in them which was not desire. 

But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul 
Which struggled through and chastenM down the whole. 


Her glossi liair was clustered o'er a brow 

Bright with intelligence, and fair, and smooth; 
Her eyebrow's shape was like the aerial bow. 

Her cheek all purple with the beam of youth, 
Mounting, at times, to a transparent glow. 

As if her veins ran lightning; she, in sooth. 
Possess'd an air and grace by no means common : 
Her stature tall — I hate a dumpy woman, 

LXII. 

Wedded she was some years, and to a man 
Of fifty, and such husbands are in plenty ; 

And yet, I think, instead of such a one 
'Twere better to have two of five-and-twenty. 
Especially in countries near the sun : 

And now I think ou't, "mi vien in mente," 
Ladies even of the most uneasy virtue 
Prefer a spouse whose age is short of thirty.*' 
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'Tis a sad iliuig, I cannot clioose but say, 

And all the fault of that indecent sun, 

Wlio cannot leave alone our helpless clay, 

But will keep baking, broiling, burning on, 
That howsoever people fast and pray. 

The flesh is frail, and so tlie soul undone : 
What nieii call gallantry, and gods adultery, 

Is much more common where the climate's sultry. 


Ha])py the nations of the moral North ! 

Where all is virtue, and the winter season 
Sends sin, without a rag on, shivering forth 

('Twas snow that brought St. Anthony to reason); 
here juries cast up vhat a vile is worth, 

\\y laying whale' er sum, in mulct, they please on 
Tile lover, who must pay a handsome price, 

Because it is a nuuketable vice. 


Alfonso was the name of Julia's lord, 

A man well looking for liis years, and wlio 
Was neither mucli beloved nor yet abliorr'd : 

'They lived together as most jieople do, 
Sufleniig each other's foibles by accord, 

And not exactly either o/fe or Iwo ; 

Yet he Avas jealous, though he did not show it, 
Tor jealousy dislikes the world to know it. 


Julia was — ^}’et I never could see why — 

With Donna Inez quite a favourite friend ; 
Between their tastes there was small sympathy, 
Tor not a line had J ulia ever perm'd : 

Some people wdiisper (but, no doubt, they lie, 
Tor malice still imputes some private end) 
That Inez had, ere Don Alfonso's marriage, 
Torgot with him her very prudent carriage ; 
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And tiiat still keeping up the old connection, 

Which time had lately renderhl much more chaste, 
Siie took his lady also in affection. 

And certainly this course was much the best: 

Slie flatterM Julia with her sage protection. 

And complimented Don Alfonso’s taste ; 

And if she could not (wlio can ?) silence scandal. 

At least she left it a more slender handle. 


I can't tell whether Julia saw the affair 
With other peojile’s eyes, or if her own 
Discoveries made, but none could be aware 
Of this, at least no symptom e/er was shown ; 
Perliaps she did not know, or did not care, 
iiididerciit from the tir.^t, or callous grown : 
I'm really puzzled what to think or say. 

She kept her counsel in so close a way. 


Juan she saw, and, as a pretry child. 

Caress'd him often — such a thing might be 
Quite miiocentlv done, and harmless sIvIimI, 

When she had twenty years, and thirteen he; 
But I am not so sure 1 should have smiled 
When he was sixteen, Julia twenty-three; 
These few short years make wondrous alterations, 
Particularly amongst sun-burnt nations. 


Wbate'er the cause might be, they had become 

Changed ; for the dame grew distant, the youth shy, 
I’lieir looks cast down, their greetings almost dumb, 
And mucli embarrassment in either eye ; 

There surely will be little doubt witli some 
That Donna Julia knew the reason why, 

But as for Juan, he had no more notion 
Than lie who never saw’ the sea or ocean. 
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Yet Julia's very coldness still was kind, 

And tremulously gentle her small hand 
Withdrew itself from liis, but left behind 
A little pressure, thrilling, and so bland 
And slight, so very sliglit, that to the mind 
'Twas but a doubt ; but ne'er magician's wand 
Wrought change witli all Armida's fairy art 
Like what this liglit touch left on Juan's licart. 


And if she met him, though she smiled no more. 
She look'd a sadness sw^eeter tlian her smile, 

As if her lieart had deeper thoughts in store 

She must not own, but cherish'd more the while 
Yor tliat compression in its burning core; 

Even innocence itself has many a wile. 

And will not dare to trust itself ivith truth. 

And love is tauglit hypocrisy from ^outh. 


But passion most clKssembles, yet betrays 
Even by its darkness ; as the hlackcst sky 
Eoretells the lu'avu^st temjiest, it displa}s 

Its workings tlirough the vainly guarded eve, 
And m wliatever aspect it arrays 
Itself, 'lis still the same hypocrisy; 

Coldness or anger, even disdain or hate, 

Are masks it often wi'ars, and still too late. 

LXXIV 

Then there were sighs, the deeper for suppression, 
And stolen glances sweeter for tlie theft, 

And burning bluslies, tliougli for no transgression, 
Tremblings when met, and restlessness when left 
All these are little preludes to possession, 

Of which young passion cjinnot be bereft. 

And merely tend to show how greatly love is 
Embarrass'd at first starting with a novice- 
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Poor Julians heart was in an awkward state; 

She felt it going, and resolved to make 
'J’lic noblest efforts for herself and mate, 

For honour's, pride's, religion's, virtue's sake ; 
Her resolutions were most truly great. 

And almost might have made a Tarquin quake; 
She pray'd tlie Virgin Mary for her grace. 

As being tlie best judge of a lady's case. 


She vow'd she never would sec Juan more. 

And next day paid a visit to Ins motlier, 

And look'd extremely at tlie opening door, 
Which, by the Virgin's grace, let in another; 
Grateful she was, and yc't a little sore — 

2\gain it opens, it can be no other, 

'Tj> surely Juan now — No ! I'm afraid 
That night the Virgin was no further prav'd. 


Slie now determined that a virtuous woman 
Should rather face and overcome temptation. 
That flight was base and dastardly, and no man 
Should ever give her heart the least sensation ; 
Tiiat IS to say, a tliouglit beyond the common 
Preference, that we must feel u])on occasion. 
Per people wdio are ]>leasantei than others. 

But then they only seem so many brothers. 


And even if by ebanee — and who can tell ? 

'Ihe devil's so very sly — she could discover 
That all within was not so very well. 

And, if still free, that sucli or such a lover 
Might please jierhaps, a virtuous wife can quell 

Such thoughts, and be the better when they're over ; 
And if the man should ask, 'tis but denial : 

I recommend young ladies to make trial. 
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And then there are such things as love divine. 
Bright and immaculate, umnixM and pure, 
Such as the angels think so very fine. 

And matrons, who would be no less secure, 
Platonic, perfect, “just such love as mine : 

Thus Julia said — and thought so, to be sure 
And so Fd have her tliink, were I the man 
On wlioin lier reveries celestial r<in. 


Such love is innocent, and may exist 

Between young persons witliout any danger ; 
A hand may first, and then a lip be kist; 

For my part, to such doings Fin a stranger. 
But hear these freedoms form the utmost list 
Of all o'er winch such love may be a ranger : 
If people go beyond, 'tis quite a crime, 

But not my fault — 1 tell them all in time. 

Lxxxr. 

Love, then, but love within its proper limits. 
Was Julia's innocent determination 
In young Bon Juan's favour, and to him its 
Exertion might be useful on occasion \ 

And, lighted at too pure a shrine to dun its 
Ethereal lustre, with what sweet persuasion. 
He might be taught, by love and her together — 
I really don't know what, nor J uha either. 

LXXXII. 

Fraught with this fine intention, and well fenced 
In mail of proof — her purity of soul,“ 

She, for the future of her strength convinced. 
And that her honour was a rock, or mole,* 
Exceeding sagely from that hour dispensed 
With any kind of troublesome control ; 

But whether Julia to the task was equal 
Is that which must be mention'd in the sequel. 
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Her plnn slie deom’d both innocont and feasible, 

And, surely, with a stripling of sixteen 
Not scandaFs fangs could seize on much that's seizable. 

Or if they did so, satisfied to mean 
Notliing but m hat was good, her breast was peaceable 
A quiet conscience makes one so serene ! 

Cliristians liavc burnt eacli other, quite persuaded t 

Tiiat all tlie Apostles would have done as they did. 


And if in the moan time lier husband died, 

Ihit Heaven forbid tliat such a thonglit should cross 
Her brain, tliough in a dream ! (and then she sigh'd) 
Never could she survive tliat common loss ; 

But just suppose that moment should betide, 

I only say suppose it — iitfer 7ws. 

(This should be enfre 7Wfis, for Julia thought 
In French, Imt tlien Hie rliMiio Mould go for nought.) 


I only say, sup])Ose tins sujipo^ition : 

Juan being then giwn up to man's estate 
Would fully suit a \vidovv of condition. 

Even seven years hence it Mould not be too late ; 
And in the interim (to puisne tins vision) 

The mischief, afier all, could not he great. 

For he would learn the rudiments of love, 

I mean tlie seraph M ay of those above. 

LXXWI. 

So much for Julia, Nom^ M^e'll turn to Juan. 

Poor little felloM’ ! he had no idea 
Of bis own case, and never hit the true one ; 

In feelings quick as Ovid's Miss Medea,*‘ 

He puzzled over wliat he found a new one. 

But not as yet imagined it could be a 
Thing quite in course, and not at all alarming, 
Which, with a little patience, might grow charming. 
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LXXXVII. 

Silent and pensive, idle, restless, slow, 

His home deserted for the lonely wood, 
'lormcnted with a wound he could not know, 
His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude 
Tin fond myself of solitude or so. 

But then, I beg it may be understood. 

By vsolitndc I mean a Sultanas, not 
A hermit^s, with a harem for a grot. 


''Oil Love ! in sucli a wilderness as tliis. 
Where transport and security entwine, 

Here is tlie empire of tliy jierfect bliss, 

And here thou arl a gad indeed divine/^ 

The bard I quote from docs not sing amiss,® 
With the exception of the second line, 

For that same twining transport and security 
Aio twisted to a phrase of some obscurity. 


LXXXIX. 

The poet meant, no doubt, and tlius appeals 
To the good sense and senses of mankind. 

The very thing which everybody feels. 

As all have found on trial, or may tiiid, 

That no one likes to be disturbed at meals 

Or love. — I woidt say more about " entwined''' 
Or " transport,'' as we knew all that before. 

But beg "Security" will bolt the door. 


Young Juan wander'd by tlie glassy brooks, 
Thinking unutterable things ; he threw 
Himself at length within the leafy nooks 

Wliere the wild branch of the cork forest grew ; 
There poets find materials for their books, 

Aiid every now and then we read them tlirougli, 
So that tlieir plan and prosody are eligible. 

Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove unintelligible 
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He, Juan, (and not Wordsworth) so pursued 
His self-communion with his own higli soul, 
Until his mighty heart, in its great mood. 

Had mitigated part, though not the whole 
Of its disease; he did the best he could 
With things not very subject to control. 
And turiiM, without perceiving his condition. 
Like Coleridge, into a metaphysician. 


He thought about himself, and the wdiole earth, 

Of man tlie wonderful, and of the stars, 

A.nd how the deuce they ever could have birth ; 

And tlien he thought of earthquakes, and of wars, 
IIow many miles the moon might have in girth, 

Of air-balloons, and of the many bars 
To perfect knowledge of the boundless skit's; — 

And then he thought of Donna .lulia^s eyes. 


In iliouglits like these true wisdom may discern 
Longings sublime, and aspirations high. 

Which some are born with, but the most part It'ai n 
To plague themselves withal, they know not wdiy : 
'IVas strange that one so young should thus concern 
Ilis brain about the action of the sky ; ® 

If you think 'twas philosophy that this did, 

1 cau^t help thinking puberty assisted. 


lie pored upon the leaves, and on the flowTrs, 

And heard a voice in all the winds ; and then 
He thought of wood-nymphs and immortal bowers, 
And how' the goddesses came down to men : 

He rnissM the pathway, he forgot the hours, 

And when he lookM upon Ins w^atcli again. 

He found how much old Time had been a winner— 
He also found that he had lost his dinner. 
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Sometimes he turn’d to gaze upon his book, 
Boscan,®^ or Garcilasso ; ® — by tlie wind 
Even as the page is rustled while we look. 

So by the poesy of Ins own mind 
Over the myotic leaf his soul was shook, 

As if ’twere one whereon magicians bind 
Their spells, and give them to the passing gale. 
According to some good old woman’s tale. 


Thus would he while Ins lonely hours away 
Dissatisfied, nor knowing what he wanted ; 

Nor glowing reverie, nor poet’s lay, 

Could yield Ins spirit that for which it panted, 

A bosom whereon he his head might lay, 

And hear the heart beat with tlie love it granted. 

With several other things, which I forget. 

Or which, at least, I need not mention yet. 


Those lonely walks, and lengthening reveries, 

Could not escape the gentle Julia’s eyes; 

She saw that Juan was not at his ease; 

But that which clnefly may, and must surprise. 

Is, that the Donna Inez did not tease 
Her only son with question or surmise ; 

Wliether it was she did not see, or would not. 

Or, like all very clever people, could not. 

XCVIII. 

This may seem strange, but yet ’tis very common ; 

Eor instance — gentlemen, whose ladies take 
Leave to o’erstep tlie written rights of w’oman, 

And break the Which commandment is’t they break 

(I have forgot tlie number, and tliink no man 
Should rashly quote, for fear of a mistake.) 

I say, when these same gentlemen are jealous, 

They make some blunder, which their ladies tell us. 
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XOIX. 

A real liusbaiicl always is suspicious^ 

But still no less suspects in the \^Tong place,* 
Jealous of some one who had no such wishes, 

Or pandering blindly to his own disgrace. 

By harbouring some dear friend extremely vicious ; 

The last indeed's infallibly the case : 

And wlien the spouse and friend are gone olf vi holly 
lie wonders at their vice, and not his follv. 


Thus parents also are at times short-sighied ; 

Though watchful as the lynx, they ne’er discover, 
Tlic wliile the wicked world beholds delighted. 
Young Hopeful’s mistress, or Miss Banny’s lover, 
Till some confounded escajiade has blighted 
'file plan of twenty years, and alUs over; 

And then the mother cries, the fatlier swears, 

And wonders why the devil he got lieirs. 


Hut Inez was so anxious, and so clear 
Of sight, that I must tliink, on this occasion. 
She had some other motive much more near 
Bor leaving Juan to this new temptation, 

But what tliat motive was, I shan’t say here; 

Perhajis to finish Juan’s education. 

Perhaps to open Don Alfonso’s eyes. 

In case he thought his wdfe too great a prize. 


It was upon a day, a summer’s day ; — 

Summer’s indeed a very dangerous season. 

And so is spring about tlie end of May; 

Tile sun, no doubt, is tlie prevailing reason ; 

But whatsoe’er the cause is, one may say, 

And stand convicted of more truth than treason, 

*'V That there are months which nature grows more merry in,- 
March has its hares, and May must have its heroine. 
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*Twas on a summer’s day — the sixth of June r — 
I like to be particular i]i dates, 

Not only of the age, and year, but moon ; 

They are a sort of post-house, where the Fates 
Change horses, making history change its tune,"’ 
Then spur away o’er empires and o’er states. 
Leaving at last not much besides chronology. 
Excepting the post-obits of theology." 

CIV. 

^Twas on the sixth of June, about the hour 
Of half-past six — perhaps still nearer seven — 
When Julia sate within as pretty a bower 
As e’er held houri in that heathenish heaven 
Described by Mahomet, and Anacreon Moore,*® 
To whom the lyre and laurels have been given. 
With all the trophies of triumphant song — 

He won them well, and may he wear them long ! 


or. 

She sate, but not alone ; I know not well 
How this same interview had taken place. 
And even if I knew, I should not tell — 

People should hold their tongues in any case ; 
No matter how or why the thing befell. 

But there were she and Juan, face to face — 
When two such faces are so, ’twould be wise. 
But very dilEcult, to shut their eyes. 


CVI. 

How beautiful she look’d I her conscious heart 
Glow’d in her cheek, and yet she felt no wrong. 

Oh Love f how perfect is thy mystic art. 

Strengthening the weak, and trampling on the strong, 
How self-deceitful is the sagest part 

Of mortals whom thy lure hath led along — 

The precipice she stood on was immense. 

So was her creed in her own innocence,” 

TOL. T. z 
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She thought of her own strength, and Juan’s youth. 
And of the folly of all prudish fears. 

Victorious virtue, and domestic truth, 

And then of Don Alfoiiso^s fifty years : 

I wish these last had not occurred, in sooth. 

Because that number rarely much endears, 

And through all climes, the snowy and the sunny. 
Sounds ill in love, whatever it may in money. 

CVIII. 

When people say, Tve told you times,” 

They mean to scold, and very often do ; 

When poets say, “ Tve written rhymes,” * 

They make you dread tliat they^ll recite them too ; 
In gangs jifty, thieves commit their crimes; 

kx, fifty love for love is rare, ^iis true. 

But then, no doubt, it equally as true is, 

A good deal may be bought iov fifty Louis. 


Julia had honour, virtue, truth, and love 
For Don Alfonso ; and she inly swore. 

By all the vows below to powers above. 

She never would disgrace the ring she wore, 

!Nor leave a wish winch wisdom might reprove; 

And while she ponder'd this, besides much mure. 
One hand on Juan's carelessly was thrown. 

Quite by mistake — she thought it was her owm ; 

ox. 

Unconsciously she leau'd upon the other. 

Which play'd within the tangles of her hair; 

And to contend with thoughts she could not smother 
She seem'd, by the distraction of her air. 

'Twas surely very wrong in Juan's mother 
To leave together this imprudent pair,’* 

She who for many years had watch'd her son so — 
I'm very certain mine would not have done so* 
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The hand wliich still held Juanas, by degrees 
Gently, but palpably confirmM its grasp, 

As if it said, Detain me, if you please ; 

Yet there's no doubt she only meant to clasp 
His fingers with a pure Platonic squeeze ; 

She would have shrunk as from a toad, or asp. 

Had she imagined such a thing could rouse 
A feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse. 

OXII. 

I cannot know what Juan thought of this. 

But what he did, is much what you would do ; 

His young 'lip thank'd it with a grateful kiss. 

And then, abash'd at its ow^n joy, withdrew 
In deep despair, lest lie liad done amiss, — 

Love is so very timid when 'tis new ; 

She blush'd, and frown'd not, but she strove to speak. 
And held her tongue, her voice w^as grown so weak. 


The sun set, and up rose tlie yellow moon : 

The devil's in the moon for mischief ; they 
Who call'd her chaste, methinks, began too soon 
Their nomenclature ; there is not a day. 

The longest, not the twenty-first of June, 

Sees half the business in a wicked way, 

On which three single hours of moonshine smile— 
And then she looks so modest all the while. 


There is a dangerous silence in that hour, 

A stillness, which leaves room for the full soul 
To open all itself, without the power 
Of calling w holly back its self-control ; 

The silver light which, hallowing tree and tower, 
Sheds beauty and deep softness o'er the whole. 
Breathes also to the heart, and o'er it throws 
A loving languor which is not repose. 
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And Julia sat with Juan, half embraced 
And half retiring from tlie glowing arm, 

Which trembled like the bosom where 'twas placed ; 

Yet still she must have thought there w^as no harm. 
Or else ^twere easy to withdraw her waist ; 

But then the situation Iiad its charm. 

And then God knows what next — I can^t go on : 

Fm almost sorry that I e’er begun. 


Oh Plato ! Plato 1 you have paved the way. 
With your confounded fantasies, to more 
Immoral conduct by the fancied sway 

Your system feigns o^er tlic controulless core 
Of human hearts, than all the long array 
Of poets and romancers : — You're a bore, 

A charlatan, a coxcomb — and have been. 

At best, no better than a go-between. 


CXVII. 

And Julia's voice was lost, except in sighs. 

Until too late for useful conversation ; 

The tears were gusliiiig from her gentle eyes, 

I wish, indeed, they had not had occasion ; 

But who, alas I can love, and then be ise ? 

Not that remorse did not ojipose temptation ; 

A little still she strove, and much repented, 

And whispering will ne'er consent" — consented. 


'Tis said that Xerxes offer'd a reward 

To those who could invent him a new pleasure 
Methinks the requisition's rather hard. 

And must have cost his majesty a treasure : 
Por my part, I'm a moderate-minded bard. 

Pond of a little love (which I call leisure) ; 

I care not for new pleasures, as the old 
Are quite enough for me, so they but hold. 
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Oh Pleasure I you^re indeed a pleasant thing, 
Although one must be damuM for you, no doubt 
I make a resolution every spring 
* Of reformation, ere the year run out, 

But somehow, this my vestal vow takes wing. 

Yet still, I trust, it may be kept throughout: 

Tm very sorry, very mucli ashamed. 

And mean, next winter, to be quite reclaim^. 


Here my chaste Muse a liberty must take — 

Start not ! still chaster reader — she^ll be nice hence- 
Eorward, and there is no great cause to quake ; 

This liberty is a poclic licence. 

Winch some irregularity may make 

In the design, and as I liave a high sense 
Of Aristotle and the Eulcs, 'tis fit 
To beg his pardon when I err a bit. 


This licence is to hope the reader will 

Suppose from June the sixth (the fatal day 
Without whose epoch my poetic skill 

For want of facts would all be thrown away). 

But keeping Julia and Don Juan still 

In sight, that several months have passM ; wcTl say 
'Twas in November, but Pm not so sure 
About the day — the era's more obscure. 


AYe'E talk of that anon. — 'Tis sweet to hear 
At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep 
The song and oar of Adrians gondolier. 

By distance mellow'd, o'er the waters sweep ; 
'I'istfweet to see the evening star appear ; 

'Tis sweet to listen as the night- winds creep 
From leaf to leaf ; 'tis sweet to view on high 
The rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky. 
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^Tis sweet to hear the watch-dog"s honest bark 

Bay deep-mouthed welcome as we draw near home ; 
^Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our comings and look brighter when we come 
'Tis sweet to be awakened by the lark. 

Or luird by falling waters ; sweet the hum 
Of bees, the voice of girls, the song of birds. 

The lisp of children, and their earliest words. 

cxxrv. 

Sweet is the vintage, when the showering grapes 
In Bacclianal profusion reel to earth. 

Purple and gushing; sweet are our escapes 
Prom civic revelry to rural mirth ; 

Sweet to the miser are his glittering heaps. 

Sweet to the father is his first-born^ s birth. 

Sweet is revenge — especially to women. 

Pillage to soldiers, prize-money to seamen. 

exxv. 

Sweet is a legacy, and passing sweet” 

The unexpected death of some old lady. 

Or gentleman of seventy years complete, 

WhoVe made us youth wait too — too long already 
Por an estate, or cash, or country seat, 

Still breaking, but with stamina so steady. 

That all the Israelites arc fit to mob its 
Next owner for their double-damn'd post-obits.” 

CXXA'l. 

'Tis sweet to win, no matter how, one's laurels. 

By blood or ink ; 'tis sw^eet to put an end 
To strife; 'tis sometimes sweet to have our quarrels. 
Particularly with a tiresome friend : 

Sweet is old wine in bottles, ale in barrels ; • 

Dear is the helpless creature we defend 
Against the world ; and dear tlie schoolboy spot 
"We ne'er forget, though there we are forgot. 
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OXXVII. 

But sweeter still than this, than these, than all, 

Is first and passionate love — it stands alone. 

Like Adam's recollection of his fall ; 

The tree of knowledge has been pluck'd — all's known — 
And life yields nothing further to recall 
Worthy of this ambrosial sin, so shown, 

No doubt in fable, as tlie unforgiven 

Fire which Prometheus filch'd for us from heaven. 


Man's a strange animal, and makes strange use 
Of his own nature, and the various arts, 

A.nd likes particularly to produce 
Some new experiment to sliow his parts ; 

This is the age of oddities let loose. 

Where different talents find their different marts ; 
ton'd best begin with truth, and when you've lost your 
Labour, there's a sure market for imposture. 

CXXIX. 

What opposite discoveries we have seen ! 

(Signs of true genius, and of empty pockets.) 

One makes new noses, one a guillotine. 

One breaks your bones, one sets them in their sockets ; 
But vaccination certainly has been 

A kind antithesis to Congreve's rockets. 

With wdiicli the Doctor paid off an old pox. 

By borrowing a new one from an ox. 

exxx. 

Bread has been made (indifferent) from potatoes ; 

And galvanism has set some corpses grinning, 

But has not answered like the apparatus 
Of the Humane Society’s beginning, 

By which men are unsuffocated gratis : 

What wondrous new machines have late been spinning ! 
I said the small-pox had gone out of late ; 

Perhaps it may be followed by the great. 
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^Tis said the great came from America 
Perhaps it may set out on its return, — 

The population there so spreads, they say 
^Tis grown higli time to thin it in its turn, 

With war, or plague, or famine, any way. 

So that civilisation they may learn ; 

And which in ravage the more loathsome evil is — 
Tlieir real lues, or our pscudo-syplnlis ? 


This is the patent age of new inventions 
For killing bodies, and for saving souls. 

All propagated witli the best intentions ; 

Sir Humphry Davyds lantern,^® by wliicli coals 
Are safely mined for in the mode he mentions, 
Tombuctoo travels, voyages to the Poles, 

Are ways to benefit mankind, as true, 

Perhaps, as shooting tliem at Waterloo. 

OXXXIII. 

Man^s a phenomenon, one knows not what. 

And wonderful beyond all wondrous measure ; 

'Tis pity though, in this sublime w'orld, that 

Pleasure's a sin, and sometimes sin's a pleasure;" 
Pew mortals know what end they would be at. 

But whether glory, power, or love, or treasure. 

The path is through perplexing ways, and when 
The goal is gain'd, we die, you know — and then 

oxxxiv. 

What then ? — I do not know, no more do you — 

And so good night. — Eeturn we to our story 
'Twas in November, when fine days are few. 

And the far mountains wax a little hoary. 

And clap a white cape on their mantles blue 
And the sea dashes round the promontory. 

And the loud breaker boils against the rock, 

And sober suns must set at five o'clock. 



OANTO I.] 


DON JUAN. 


313 


oxxxv. 

'Twas, as the watchmen say, a cloudy night 
No moon, no stars, the wind was low^ or loud 
By gusts, and many a sparkling hearth was bright 
With the piled wood, round whicli the family crowd ; 
There's something cheerful in that sort of light. 

Even as a summer sky's without a cloud : 

I'm fond of hre, and crickets, and all that, 

A lobster-salad, and champagne, and chat.®° 


'Twas midnight — Donna J ulia was in bed. 

Sleeping, most probably, — when at her door 
Arose a clatter might awake tlie dead. 

If they had never been awoke before. 

And that tliey have been so we all have read. 

And are to be so, at the least, once more ; — 

Tile door was fasten'd, but nilh \()ice and fist 

Eirst knocks were heard, then Madam — Madam — hist! 

CXXXVII. 

Eor God's sake. Madam — -Madam — here's my master,®* 
With more than half the cily at his back — 

Was ever heard of such a curst disaster ! 

'Tis not my fault — I kejit good watch — Alack ! 

Do jiray undo the bolt a little faster — 

Tliey'rc on the stair just now, and in a crack 
Will all be liere ; perhaps he yet may fly — 

Surely the window's not so high ! ” 

cxxxviir. 

By this time Don Alfonso was arrived. 

With torches, friends and servants in great number ; 
The major part of them had long been wived. 

And therefore paused not to disturb the slumber 
Of any wicked woman, who contrived 

By stealth her husband's temples to encumber ; 
Examples of this kind are so contagious. 

Were one not punish’d all would be outrageous. 
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I caiiH tell how, or why, or what suspicion 
Could enter into Don Alfonso^s head; 

But for a cavalier of his condition 
It surely was exceedingly ill-bred. 

Without a word of previous admonition. 

To hold a levee round his lady^s bed. 

And summon lackeys, arm'd with fire and sword, 
To prove himself the thing he most abhorr'd. 


Poor Donna Julia ! starting as from sleep, 

(Mind — that I do not say — she had not slept) 
Began at once to scream, and yawn, and weep ; 

Her maid, Antonia, who was an adept. 
Contrived to fling the bed-clothes in a heap. 

As if she had just now from out them crept : 
I can't tell why she should take all this trouble 
To prove her mistress had been sleeping double. 


But Julia mistress, and Antonia maid, 

Appear'd like two poor harmless women, who 
Of goblins, but still more of men afraid. 

Had thought one man might be deterr'd by two. 
And therefore side by side were gently laid. 

Until the hours of absence should run through. 
And truant husband should return, and say, 

My dear, I was the first who came away." 


Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried. 

In heaven's name, Don Alfonso, what d'ye mean ? 
Has madness seized )ou? would that I had died 
Ere such a monster's victim I had been 1 ® 

What may this midnight violence betide, 

A sudden fit of drunkenness or spleen ? 

Dare you suspect me, whom the thought would kill ? 
Search, then, the room ! " Alfonso said, ** I will." 
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He search'd, they search'd, and rummaged everywhere. 
Closet and clothes-press, chest and window-seat. 
And found much linen, lace, and several pair 

Of stockings, slippers, brushes, combs, complete. 
With other articles of ladies fair. 

To keep them beautiful, or leave them neat : 

Arras they prick'd and curtains with their swords. 
And wounded several shutters, and some boards. 


OXLIV . 

Under the bed they search'd, and there they found — 
No matter wliat — it was not that they sought ; 

They open'd windows, gazing if the ground 

Had signs or footmarks, but the earth said nought ; 
And then they stared each other's faces round : 

'Tis odd, not one of all these seekers thought, 

And seems to me almost a sort of blunder. 

Of looking in the bed as well as under. 


GXI.V. 

During tliis inquisition Julia's tongue® 

Was not asleep — Yes, search and search," she cried. 
Insult on insult heap, and wrong on wrong ! 

It was for this that I became a bride ! 

Yor this in silence I have suffer'd long 
A husband like Alfonso at my side ; 

Hut now I'll bear no more, nor here remain. 

If there be law or lawyers, in all Spain. 


Yes, Don Alfonso ! husband now no more. 

If ever you indeed deserved the name, 

Is't worthy of your years ? — you have threescore — 
Eifty, or sixty, it is all the same — 

Is’t wise or fitting, causeless to explore 

Tor facts against a virtuous woman's fame ? 
Ungrateful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso, 

How dare you think your lady would go on so ? 
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" Is it for this I have disdain'd to hold 
The common privileges of my sex ? 

That I have chosen a confessor so old 
And deaf, that any other it would vex. 

And never once he has had cause to scold. 
But found my very innocence perplex 
So much, he always doubted I was married — 
How sorry you will be wlien Fve miscarried ! 


Was it for this that no Cort^o e'er 
I yet have chosen from out the youth of Seville ? 
Is it for this I scarce went anywhere, 

Except to bull-fights, mass, play, rout, and revel ? 
Is it for this, whate'er ray suitors wefe, 

I favour'd none — nay, was almost uncivil? 

Is it for this that General Count O'Beilly, 

Who took Algiers,®* decliires I used him vilely ? 


“ Did not the Italian Musico Cazzani 

Sing at my heart six months at least in vain ? 
Did not his countryman. Count Corniaiii, 

Call me the only virtuous wife in Spain ? 

Were there not also Russians, English, many ? 

The Count Strongstroganolf I put in pain, 

And Lord Mount Coffeehouse, the Irish peer. 
Who kill'd himself for love (with wine) last year. 


Have I not had two bishops at my feet ? 

The Duke of Ichar, and Don Eernan Nunez ; 

And is it thus a faithful wife you treat ? 

I wonder in what quarter now the moon is ; 

I praise your vast forbearance not to beat 
Me also, since the time so opportune is — 

Oh, valiant man ! with sword drawn and cock'd trigger, 
Now, tell me, don't you cut a pretty figure ? 


# 
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OLl. 

" Was it for this you took your sudden journey, 
Under pretence of business indispensable, 

With that sublime of rascals your attorney. 

Whom I see standing there, and looking sensible 
Of having playM the fool ? though both I spurn, he 
Deserves the worst, his conduct's less defensible. 
Because, no doubt, ^twas for his dirty fee, 

And not from any love to you nor me. 


If he comes here to take a deposition. 

By all means let the gentleman proceed ; 

YouVe made the apartment in a fit condition : — 
There’s pen and ink for you, sir, when you need — 
Let every thing be noted with precision, 

I would not you for nothing should be fee’d — 

But as my maid’s undrest, pray turn your spies out.” 
Oh ! ” sobb’d Antonia, '' I could tear their eyes out.” 


CLIII, 

“There is the closet, there the toilet, there 
The antechamber — search them under, over ; 

There is the sofa, there the great arm-chair. 

The chimney — which would really hold a lover.®® 

I wish to sleep, and beg you will take care 
And make no further noise, till you discover 
The secret cavern of this lurking treasure — 

And when ’tis found, let me, too, have that pleasure. 

OLIV. 

“ And now, Hidalgo ! now that you have thrown 
Doubt upon me, confusion over all. 

Pray have the courtesy to make it known 

Who is the man you search for ? how d’ye call 
Him? what’s his lineage? let him but be shown — 

I hope he’s young and handsome — ^is he tall ? 

Tell me — and be assured, that since you stain 
Mine honour thus, it shall not be in vain. 
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At least, perhaps, he has not sixty years, 

AI that age he would be too old for slaughter. 
Or for so young a husband’s jealous fears — 
(Antonia ! let me have a glass of water.) 

I am ashamed of having shed these tears. 

They are unworthy of iny father’s daughter ; 
My mother dream’d not in my natal hour. 

That I should fall into a monster’s power. 


Perhaps ’tis of Antonia you are jealous. 

You saw that she was sleeping by my side, 

When you broke in upon us with your fellows 

Look where you please — we’ve nothing, sir, to hide ; 
Only another time, I trust, you’ll tell us. 

Or for the sake of decency abide 
A moment at the door, that we may be 
Brest to receive so much good company. 


And now, sir, T have done, and say no more; 
The little I have said may serve to show 
The guileless heart in silence may grieve o’er 
The wrongs to whose exposure it is slow : — 

I leave you to your conscience as before, 

’Twill one day ask you, why you used me so ? 
God grant you feel not then the bitterest grief I — 
Antonia ! where’s my pocket-handkerchief ? ” 


She ceased, and turn’d upon her pillow; pale 

She lay, her dark eyes flashing through their tears. 
Like skies that rain and lighten ; as a veil. 

Waved and o’ershading her wan cheek, appears 
Her streaming hair ; the black curls strive, but fail. 
To hide the glossy shoulder, which uprears 
Its snow through all ; — her soft lips lie apart. 

And louder than her breathing beats her heart. 
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OLIX. 

The Senhor Don Alfonso stood confused ; 

Antonia bustled round the ransack^ room. 

And, turning up her nose, with looks abused 
Her master, and his myrmidons, of whom 
Not one, except the attorney, was amused; 

He, like Achates, faitliful to the tomb, 

So there were quarrels, cared not for the cause. 
Knowing they must be settled by the laws. 

OLX. 

With prying snub-nose, and small eyes, lie stood, 
following Antonians motions here and there. 
With much suspicion in his attitude; 

Por reputations lie had little care ; 

So that a suit or action were made good. 

Small pity had he for the young and fair. 

And ne'er believed in negatives, till these 
Were proved by competent false witnesses. 

OLXI. 

But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks. 

And, truth to say, he made a foolish figure ; 
When, after searching in five hundred nooks. 

And treating a young wife with so much rigour, 
He gaiifd no point, except some self-rebukes. 
Added to those his lady with such vigour 
Had pour’d upon him for the last half-hour. 
Quick, thick, and heavy — as a thunder-shower. 

OLXII. 

At first he tried to hammer an excuse. 

To which the sole reply was tears, and sobs. 
And indications of hysterics, whose 

Prologue is always certain throes, and throbs. 
Gasps, and whatever else the owners choose : 

Alfonso saw his wife, and thought of Job's; 

He saw too, in perspective, her relations. 

And then he tried to muster all his patience. 
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lie stood in act to speak, or rather stammer. 

But sage Antonia cut him short before 
The anvil of his speech received the hammer, 

Witli “ Pray, sir, leave the room, and say no more, 
Or madam dies/^ — Alfonso mutter’d, " D — n her,” 
But nothing else, the time of words was o'er ; 

He cast a rueful look or two, and did, 

He knew not wherefore, that which he was bid. 

OLXIV. 

With him retired his posse comitatus” 

The attorney last, who linger'd near the door 
Ileluctantly, still tarrying there as late as 
Antonia let him — not a little sore 
At this most strange and unexplain'd hiatus*' 

In Don Alfonso's facts, wdiich just now wore 
An awkward look ; as he revolved the case, 

Tilt door was fasten'd in his legal face. 


OLXV, 

No sooner was it bolted, than — Oh shame ! 

Oh sin ! Oh sorrow ! and Oh womankind ! 

How can you do such things and keep your fame, 
Unless this world, and t'other too, be blind ? 
Nothing so dear as an unfilch'd good name ! 

But to proceed — for there is more behind : 

With much heartfelt reluctance be it said, 

Young Juan slipp'd, half-smother'd, from the bed. 


OLXVI. 

He had been hid — I don't pretend to say 
How, nor can I indeed describe the whero— 
Young, slender, and pack'd easily, he lay, 

No doubt, in little compass, round or square ; 
But pity him I neither must nor may 
His suffocation by that pretty pair ; 

'Twere better, sure, to die so, than be shut 
With maudlin Clarence in his Malmsey butt.*' 
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And, secondly, I pity not, because 
He had no business to commit a sin. 

Forbid by heavenly, fined by human laws. 

At least 'twas rather early to begin ; 

But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws 
So much as when we call our old debts in 
At sixty years, and draw the accompts of evil. 

And find a deuced balance with the devil * 

CLXVIII. 

Of his position I can give no notion : 

^Tis written in the Hebrew Chronicle, 

How the physicians, leaving pill and potion. 
Prescribed, by ^vay of blister, a young belle, 
"When old King Qavid’s blood grew dull in motion. 
And that the medicine answ^erhl very w^ell ; 
Perhaps ^twas in a diflerent way applied. 

For David lived, but Juan nearly died. 


WhaPs to be done ? Alfonso will be back 
The moment he has sent his fools away, 
Antonia’s skill was put upon the rack. 

But no device could be brought into play — 
And how to parry the renew’d attack ? 

Besides, it wanted but few hours of day ; 
Antonia puzzled ; Julia did not speak, 

But press’d her bloodless lip to Juan’s cheek. 


CLXX. 

He turn’d his lip to hers, and with his hand 
Call’d back the tangles of her w andering hair ; 
Even then their love they could not all command. 
And half forgot their danger and despair : 
Antonia’s patience now ^vas at a stand — 

^'Come, come, ’tis no time now for fooling there/* 
She whisper’d, in great wTath — “ I must deposit 
’I'his pretty gentleman within the closet ; 

VOL. V. 
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^^Pray, keep your nonsense for some luckier night — 
who can have put my master in tliis mood ? 

What will become on't — Pm in such a fright, 

The Devil^s in the urchin, and no good — 

Is this a time for giggling ? this a plight? 

Why, don^t you know that it may end in blood ? 
You’ll lose your life, and I shall lose my place, 

My mistress all, for that half-girlish face. 

CLXXII. 

Had it but been for a stout cavalier 
Of twenty -five or thirty — (come, make basic) 

But for a child, what piece of work is here ! 

I really, madam, wonder at your taste — 

(Come, sir, get in) — my master must b® near : 

There, for the present, at the least, he’s fast, 

And if we can but till the morning kec]) 

Our counsel — (Juan, mind, you must not sleep).” 


Now, Don Alfonso entering, but alone. 

Closed the oration of the trusty maid : 

She loiter’d, and he told her to be gone. 

An order somewhat sullenly obey’d; 

However, present remedy w^as none. 

And no great good seem’d aiisw^er’d if she staid ; 

Eegarding both with slow and sidelong view. 

She snuff’d the candle, curtsied, and withdrew-, 

OLXXIV. 

Alfonso paused a minute — then begun 

Some strange excuses for his late proceeding ; 

He would not justify what he had done. 

To say the best, it was extreme ill-breeding ; 

But there were ample reasons for it, none 
Of which he specified in this his pleading : 

His speech was a fine sample, on the whole, 

Of rhetoric, which the learn’d call “ rigmarole!^ 
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Julia said nought ; tliougli all the while there ros(' 
A ready answer, which at once enables 
A matron, who her husband’s foible knows. 

By a few timely words to turn the tables. 
Which, if it does not silence, still must pose, — ■ 
Even if it should comprise a pack of fables ; 

^Tis to retort with firmness, and uheii he 
Suspects with one, do you reproach with three. 


Julia, in fact, had tolerable grounds, — 

Alfonso’s loves with Inez were well known ; 

But whether ’twas that one’s own guilt confouiuU- 
But that can’t be, as lias been often shown, 

A lady with apologies abounds ; — 

It might be that her silence sprang alone 
From delicacy to Don Juan’s ear. 

To whom she knew Ins iuoUkt’s fame dear. 


There might be one more motive, which makes two, 
Alfonso ne’er to Juan had alluded, — 

Mention’d his jealousy, but never who 
Had been the happy lover, he concluded. 
Conceal’d amongst his premises ; ’tis true. 

His mind the more o’er tins its mystery brooded ; 
To speak of Inez now were, one may say, 

Like throwing Juan in Alfonso’s way. 


A hint, in tender cases, is enough ; 

Silence is best, besides there is a tact — 

(That modern phrase appears to me sad stuff. 

But it will serve to keep my verse compact) — 
Which keeps, when push’d by questions rather rough, 
A lady always distant from the fact ; 

The charming creatures lie with such a grace, 

There’s nothing so becoming to the face. 
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They blush, and we believe them ; at least I 
Have always done so ; 'tis of no great use, 

In any case, attempting a reply, 

For then their eloquence grows quite profuse ; 

And when at length they're out of breath, they sigh, 
And cast their languid eyes down, and let loose 
A tear or two, and then we make it up ; 

And then — and then — and then — sit down and sup. 

CLXXX. 

Alfonso closed liis speech, and begg'd lier pardon, 
Which Julia half withheld, and then half granted. 
And laid conditions, he thought very hard, on, 
Denying several little things lie wanted : 

He stood like Adam lingering near his garden. 

With useless penitence perplex'd and haunted,'* 
Heseeching she no further would refuse, 

Wiien, lo ! he stumbled o'er a jiair of shoes. 

CLXXXI. 

A pair of shoes ! — what then ? not much, if they 
Are such as fit with ladies' feet, but these 
(No one can tell how much I gneve to say) 

Were masculine ; to see them, and to seize. 

Was but a moment's act. — Ah ! well-a-day ! 

My teeth begin to chatter, my veins freeze — 
Alfonso first examined well their fashion, 

And then flew’ out into another passion. 

OLXXXII. 

He left the room for his relinquish'd sword, 

And Julia instant to the closet flew. 

" Fly, Juan, fly ! for heaven's sake — not a word — 
The door is open — ^you may yet slip through 
The passage you so often have explored — 

Here is the garden-key — Fly — fly — Adieu ! 

Haste — haste ! I hear Alfonso's hurrying feet— 
Day has not broke —there's no one in the street.” 
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None can say that this was not good advice, 

The only mischief was, it came too late ; 

Of all experience 'tis the usual ])rice, 

A sort of income-tax laid on by fate : 

Juan had reach’d the room-door in a trice. 

And might have done so by tlie garden-gate, 

]lut met Alfonso in his dressing-gown. 

Who threaten’d death — so Juan knock’d him down. 


Dire as the scullle, and out went the liglit ; 

Antonia cried out ^'Eape ! ” and Julia " Fire ! ’ 
But not a servant stirr’d to aid the fight. 

Alfonso, pommell’d to his heart’s desire, 

Swore lustily he’d be revenged this night; 

And Juan, too, blasphemed an octave higher ; 
llis blood was up : tliough young, he was a Tartar, 
And not at all disposed to prove a martyr. 


CLXXXV. 

Alfonso’s sword had dropp’d ere he could draw it. 
And they continued battling hand to hand, 

Bor Juan very luckily ne’er saw it ; 

His temper not being under great command. 

If at that moment lie had chanced to claw it, 
Alfonso’s days had not been in the land 
JIuch longer. — Think of husbands’, lovers’ lives I 
And how ye may be doubly widows — wives 1 


Alfonso grappled to detain the foe, 

And J nan throttled him to get away. 

And blood (’twas from the nose) began to flow j 
At last, as they more faintly wrestling lay, 
Juan contrived to give an awkward blow, 

And then his only garment quite gave way ; 
lie fled, like Joseph, leaving it; but tliere, 

1 doubt, all likeness ends between the pair. 
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Lights came at length, and men, and maids, who found 
An awkward spectacle tlieir eyes before; 

Antonia in hysterics, J ulia swoonM, 

Alfonso leaning, breathless, by the door; 

Some half-torn drapery scattered on tlie ground. 

Some blood, and several footsteps, but no more : 
Juan the gate gained, turnM the key about. 

And liking not the inside, locked the out. 

CLXXXVIIT. 

Here ends this canto. — Need I sing, or say. 

How Juan, naked, favour'd by tlie night. 

Who favours wdiat she should not, found Ins way,*® 

And reach'd his home in an unseemly ])light ? 

The pleasant scandal which arose next day. 

The nine days' w^ondcr which was brought to light, 
And hoAv Alfonso sued for a divorce. 

Were in the English newspapers, of course. 


If you w^ould like to see the wdiole proceedings. 
The deposilions and the causii at full. 

The names of all the witnesses, the pleadings 
Of counsel to nonsuit, or to annul. 

There's more than one edition, and the readings 
Are various, but they none of them are dull ; 
1'he best is that in short-hand la'cn by Ourncy,*' 
Who to Madrid on purpose made a journey. 


cxo. 

But Donna Inez, to divert the train 
Of one of the most circulating scandals 
That had for centuries been known in Spain, 

At least since the retirement of the Vandals,®* 
First vow'd (and never had she vow'd in vain) 
To Virgin Mary several pounds of candles ; 
And then, by the advice of some old ladies. 

She sent her son to be shipp'd off from Cadiz. 
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Slie had resolved that he should travel through 
All European climes^ by land or sca^ 

To mend his former morals, and get new, 
Especially in France and Italy, 

(At least this is the thing most people do.) 

Julia was sent into a convent : she 
Grieved, but, perhaps, her fecilings may be better 
Shown in the following copv of her Letter : — 


^'They tell me Tis decided you depart : 

^Tis wise — Tas well, but not the less a pain ; 
I have no further claim on your young heart, 
Mine is the victim, and would be again : 

To love too much has been the only art 
I used ; — I write in haste, and if a stain 
Be on this sheet, Tis not wliat it appears ; 

My eyeballs burn and throb, but hnve no tears. 


"T loved, I love you, for this love have lost 

State, station, heaven, mankind's, ray own esteem. 
And yet cannot regret what it hath cost. 

So dear is still the memory of that dream ; 

Yet, if I name my guilt, Tis not to boast. 

None can deem harshlier of me than I deem : 

I trace this scrawl because I cannot rest — 

Fve nothing to reproach or to request. 


Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart, 

woman’s whole existence ; man may range 
The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart, 
Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange 
Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart. 

And few there are whom these cannot estrange ; 
Men have all these resources, we but one,** 

To love again, and be again undone.*^ 



328 


DON JUAN. 


[OIITTO 1. 


“ You will proceed in pleasure, and in pride, 
Beloved and loving many ; all is o’er 
Por me on earth, except some years to hide 
My shame and sorrow deep in my heart’s core : 
These I could bear, but cannot cast aside 
The passion which still rages as before, — 

And so farewell — forgive me, love me — No, 

That word is idle now — but let it go." 


** My breast has been all weakness, is so yet ; 

But still I think I can collect my mind ; " 
My blood still rushes where my spirit’s set. 
As roll the weaves before the settled wind ; 
My heart is feminine, nor can forget — 

To all, except one image, madly blind ; 

So shakes the needle, and so stands the pole. 
As vibrates my fond heart to my fix’d soul.®’ 


" I have no more to say, but linger still. 

And dare not set my seal upon this sheet, 

And yet I may as well the task fulfil. 

My misery can scarce be more complete : 

I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill ; 

Death shuns the wretch who fain the blow^ would meet, 
And I must even survive this last adieu, 

And bear with life, to love and pray for you ! ” 

OXCVIII. 

This note was w ritten upon gilt-edged pnjier 
With a neat little crow-quiU, slight and new^; * 

Her small w^hite hand could hardly reach the taper. 

It trembled as magnetic needles do, 

And yet she did not let one tear escape her ; 

The seal a sun-flower ; smt 

The motto, cut upon a white cornelian ; 

The wax was superfine, its hue vermilion. 
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This was Don Juanas earliest scrape; but whether 
I shall proceed with his adventures is 
Dependent on the public altogether ; 

We^ll see, however, what they say to this. 

Their favour in an author's cap's a feather. 

And no great mischief's done by their caprice; 
And if their approbation we experience. 

Perhaps they'll have some more about a year hence. 


cc. 

My poem's epic, and is meant to he 

Divided in twelve books ; eincli book containing. 
With love, and war, a heavy gale at sea, 

A list of ships, and captains, and kings reigning, 
!New cliaracters; the episodes are three : 

A panoramic view of hell's in training. 

After the style of Virgil and of Homer, 

So that rny name of Epic’s no misnomer. 

001 . 

All these things will be specified in time. 

With strict regard to Aristotle's rules, 

I'lie Fade Mecum of the true sublime. 

Which makes so many poets, and some fools : 
Prose poets like blank- verse, I'm fond of rhyme. 
Good workmen never quarrel with their tools ; 
I've got new mythological machinery. 

And very handsome supernatural scenery. 

ocir. 

There's only one slight difference between 
Me and my epic brethren gone before. 

And here the advantage is my own, I ween 
(Not that I have not several merits more. 

But this w ill more peculiarly be seen) ; 

They so embellish, that 'tis quite a bore 
Their labyrinth of fables to thread through. 
Whereas this story's actually true. 
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If any person doubt it, I appeal 
To history, tradition, and to facts. 

To newspapers whose truth all know and feel, 
To plays in five, and operas in three acts ; 
All these confirm my statement a good deal. 
But that which more completely faith exacts 
Is, that myself, and several now in Seville, 

Saw Juan's last elopejiient witli tlie devil. 


001 V. 

If ever I should condescend to prose, 

Fll write poetical comnyindments, wliich 
Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those 
That went before ; in these I shall enrich 
My text with many things that no one knows. 
And carry precept to the highest pitch ; 

I'll call the work ‘^Longinus o'er a Bottle,’®* 
Or, Every Poet his own Aristotle." 


Thou shalt believe in Mill on, Bryden, Pope; 

Thou shalt not set up Wordsuortli, Coleridge, Soutliey; 
Because the first is crazed beyond all hope, 

The second drunk, the third so quaint and mouthy ; 
With Crabbe it may be difficult to cope. 

And Campbell's llippocrene is somewhat drouthy : 

Thou shalt not steal from Samuel liogers, nor 
Commit — flirtation witli the muse of Moore. 


lliou shalt not covet Mr. Sotheby's Muse, 

His Pegasus, nor any thing that's his ; 

Thou shalt not bear false witness like the Blues " — 
(There's one, at least, is very fond of this) ; 

Thou shalt not write, in short, but what I choose ; 

Tliis is tfue criticism, and you may kiss — 

Exactly as you please, or not, — the rod ; 

But if you don't, I'll lay it on, by G — ^ 
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If any person should presume to assert 
This story is not moral, first, I pray, 

That they will not cry out before the/re hurt. 
Then that they^ll read it o^er again, and say 
(But doubtless, nobody will be so pert). 

That this is not a moral tale, though gay ; 
Besides, in Canto Twelfth, 1 mean to show 
The very place where wicked people go. 


CUVIII. 

If, after all, there should be some so blind 
To their own good this warning to despise. 

Led by some tortuosity of mind. 

Not to believe my verse and their own eyi's, 

And cry that they the moral cannot find,^' 

I tell him, if a clergyman, he lies ; 

Should captains the remark, or critics, make, 

They also lie too — under a mistake. 

OOTX. 

The public approbation I expect. 

And beg thcy^ll take my word about the moral. 
Which I with their amusement will connect 
(So children cutting teeth receive a coral) ; 
Meantime thcy^ll doubtless please to recollect 
My epical pretensions to the laurel : 

For fear some iirudish readers should grow skittish 
I’ve bribed my grandmothei's review — the British. 


cox. 

I sent it in a letter to the Editor, 

Who thank'd me duly b\ return of post — 
Tm for a handsome article liis creditor ; 

Yet, if my gentle Muse he please to roast, 
And break a promise after having made it her. 
Denying the receipt of what it cost. 

And smear his page with gall instead of honey, 
All I can say is — that he had the money. 
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I think that with this holy new alliance 
I ma^ ensure the public, and defy 
All other magazines of art or science. 

Daily, or monthly, or three monthly j I 
Have not essay'd to multiply their clients, 
Because tliey tell me 'twere in vain to try, 
And that the Edinburgh Eeview and Quarterly 
Treat a dissenting author very martyrly. 


Non ego hoefenem calida juvenid 
Co7i8ule PlancOj^^'^ Horace saifl, and so 
Say I ; by which quotation there is meant a 
Hint that some six or seven good years ago 
(Long ere I dreamt of dating from the Brenta) 

I was most ready to return a blow, 

And would not brook at all this sort of thing 
In my hot youth — M^hen George the Third was Kiii{ 


But now at thirty years rny hair is gray — 

(I wonder what it will be like at forty ? 

I thought of a peruke the other day — *“) 

My heart is not much greener ; and, in short, I 
Have squander'd my whole summer w^hile 'tw^as May, 
And feel no more the spirit to retort; I 
Have spent my life, both interest and principal. 

And deem not, what I deem'd, my soul invincible. 

OCXIV, 

No more — no more — Oh ! never more on me 
The freshness of the heart can fall like dew. 

Which out of all the lovely things we see 
Extracts emotions beautiful and new ; 

Hived in our bosoms like the bag o' the bee 
Think'st thou the honey with those objects grew ? 
Alas ! 'twas not in them, but in thy power 
To double even the sweetness of a flower. 


% r,.' ; 
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ccxv. 

No more — no more — Oh i never more, my heart, 
Canst thou be my sole world, my universe ! 

Once all in all, but now a thing apart, 

Thou canst not be my blessing or my curse : 

The illusion's gone for ever, and thou art 
Insensible, I trust, but none tlie worse. 

And in thy stead Tve got a deal of judgment. 
Though heaven knows how it ever found a lodgment. 


My days of love are over ; me no more 

The charms of maid, wife, anjl still less of widow. 
Can make the fool of which they made before, — 

In short, I must not lead the life I did do ; 

The credulous hope of mutual minds is o'er. 

The copious use of claret is forbid too. 

So for a good old-gentlemanly vice, 

I think I must take up with avarice."*® 


Ambition was my idol, which was broken 

Before the shrines of Sorrow, and of Pleasure; 

And the tw'o last have left me many a token 
O'er which reflection may be made at leisure ; 

Now, like Priar Bacon's brazen head, I've spoken, 

^^Time is, Time was, Time's past:"^®^ — a chymic treasure 
Is glittering youth, wdiich 1 have spent betimes — 

My heart in passion, and my head on rhymes. 

cox VIII. 

What is the end of fame ? 'tis but to fill 
A certain portion of uncertain paper : 

Some liken it to climbing up a hiU, 

Whose summit, like all hills, is lost in vapour ; 

For this men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill. 

And bards burn what they call their " midnight taper ; " 
To have, when the original is dust, 

A name, a wretched picture, and Avorse bust. 
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OCXIX. 

What are the hopes of man ? Old Egypt^s King 
Cheops erected the first pyramid 
And largest, thinking it was just the tiling 
To keep his memory whole, and mummy hid : 

But somebody or other rummaging. 

Burglariously broke his coffin''s lid : 

Let not a monument give you or me hopes, 

Since not a pinch of dust remains of Cheops.*"® 

CCXX. 

But I being fond of true philosophy, 

Say very often to myself, '' Alas ! 

All things that have been born were born to die. 

And flesh (which Death mows down to hay) is grass; 
You've pass'd your youth not so unpleasantly, 

And if you had it o'er again — 'twould pass — 

So thank your stars that matters are no worse, 

And read your bible, sir, and mind your purse.” 

COXXI. 

But for the present, gentle reader ! and 

Still gentler purchaser ! the bard — that's I — 

Must, with permission, shake you by the baud,"" 

And so your humble servant, and good-b'ye 1 
We meet again, if w^e should understand 
Each other ; and if not, I shall not try 
Your patience further than by this short sample — 
'Twere well if others follow'd my example. 

OOXXII. 

" Go, little book, from this my solitude ! 

I cast thee on the waters — go thy ways ! 

And if, as I believe, thy vein be good, 

The world will find thee after many days.”"" 

When Southey's read, and Wordsworth understood, 

I can't help putting in my claim to praise — 

The four first rhymes are Southey's every line : 

Eor God's sake, reader ! take them not for mine ! 


* 

It 
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[“Begun at Venice, December 13, 1818^ — finished Jan. 20, 1619 " — D.^ 



INTR0DT7CTI0N TO CANTO THE SECOND. 


Before Lord Byron had heard from England the opinions of his literary frienda 
on the opening canto of Don Juan, he had completed Canto the Second. This was on 
the 20th of January, 1819, and on the 1st of February, he wrote to Mr. Murray that 
he had' not yet begun to copy it out, partly from laziness and partly from the dis- 
couragement of the milk and water thrown upon its predecessor. He finished the 
transcript at the commencement of April, and notwithstanding what he said of dis- 
couragements and misgivings, refused to hear a word about suppression or curtail- 
ments. “You may as well,” he wrote to Mr. Murray, “talk to the wind, and 
better— for it will at least convey your accents a little further than they would other- 
wise have gone ; whereas I shall neither echo nor acquiesce in your exquisite reasons ” 
The poetry was even finer than before, but in the tone of the continuation there was 
DO improvement on the condemned cantoi^ The loves of Juan and Haid6e, which are 
told in the sweetest strain of verse, he wantonly tainted by the sensual turn he gave 
to their passion. The sublimity and pathos of the shipwreck are marred by another 
wilful offence against taste and feeling — the attempt to lead off tragic emotions into 
the lowest farce. Mr. Murray reported to him the colloquial criticism of a literary 
friend, “That we are never scorched and drenched at the same time.” “Blessings 
on his experience,” retorted Lord Byron ; “ did he never play at cricket^ or walk a 
mile in hot W'eather. Did he never spill a dish of tea over liimself in handing the cup 
to his charmer, to the great shame of his nankeen breeches 1 Did he never swim in 
the sea at noonday with the sun in his eyes and on his head, which all the foam of 
ocean could not cool But though by a string of aiCiCh ingenious interrogations he 
disposed successfully of the metaphor, he cuuld only reply upon the merits of the 
question, “that the gravity heightened the fun,”— forgetful that the fun was itself 
tlie objection when founded upon subjects toi) serious for mirth Nor did it answer its 
end, for that which revolts can never amuse. Replete as is “ Don Juan” with various 
wit^ and with the most natural transitions from grave to gay, there would have seemed 
to be no temptation to aim at what we must term the suicidal success of extinguishing 
iu laughter the refined emotions he had raised. Some of his antagonists directed 
their attacks to a point where Lord Byron’s harness was without a joint. Every 
detail in the shipwreck was, as he has stated, taken from fact, and mostly from well- 
known published narratives. He was absurdly charged with plagiarism in conse- 
quence, when the very merit of the performance was in the literal versification of 
nautical prose which appeared to defy the resources of rhyme. In the paits which 
owe their excellence to the conception or expression, th^ poet will be found to have 
forsaken his authorities, and to be a debtor to nothing except his own genius. 
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Oh ye ! who teach the ingenuous youth of nations. 

Holland, France, England, Germany, or Spnin, 

I pray ye flog them upon all occasions. 

It mends their morals, never mind the pain : 
The best of mothers and of educations 

In Juanas case were but employ'd, in vain. 

Since, in a way that's rather of the oddest, he 
Became divested of his native modesty.^ 


Had he but been placed at a public school. 

In the third form, or even in the fourth. 

His daily task had kejit his fancy cool. 

At least, had he been nurtured in the north ; 
Spain may prove an exception to the rule. 

But then exceptions always prove its worth — 
A lad of sixteen causing a divorce 
Puzzled his tutors very much, of course. 

III. 

1 can't say that it puzzles me at all. 

If all things be consider'd : first, there was 
His lady-mother, mathematical, 

A never mind ; — his tutor, an old ass ; 

A pretty woman — (that's quite natural. 

Or ,else the thing had hardly come to pass) 

A husband rather old, not much in unity 
With his young wife — a time, and opportunity. 
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Well — well; the world must turn upon its axis, 
And all mankind turn with it, heads or tails. 
And live and die, make love and pay our taxes. 
And as the veering wind shifts, shift our sails ; 
The king commands us, and the doctor quacks us. 
The priest instructs, and so our life exhales, 

A little breath, love, wine, ambition, fame, 
Fighting, devotion, dust, — ^perhaps a name. 


I said, that Juan had been sent to Cadiz — 

A pretty town, I recollect it well — 

^Tis there the mart of the colonial trade is, 

(Or was, before Peru learned to rebel,) 

And such sweet girls — I mean, such graceful ladies. 
Their very walk would make your bosom swell ; 

I can't describe it, though so much it strike. 

Nor liken it — I never saw the like : 


VI, 

An Arab horse, a stately stag, a barb 
New broke, a cameleopard, a gazelle. 

No — none of these will do ; — and then their garb, 
Their veil and petticoat — Alas ! to dwell 
Upon such things would very near absorb 
A canto — then their feet and ankles, — well, 
Thank Heaven Fve got no metaphor quite ready, 
(And so, my sober Muse — come, let's be steady — 


VII. 

Chaste Muse ! — well, if you must, you must) — the veil 
Thrown back a moment with the glancing hand. 

While the o'erpowering eye, that turns you pale, 

Flashes into the heart : — All sunny land 
Of love I when I forget you, may I fail 

To say my prayers — but never was there planned 

A dress through which the eyes give such a volley 
Excepting the Venetian Fazzioli." 
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But to our tale ; the Donna Inez sent 
Her son to Cadiz only to embark ; 

To stay there had not answered her intent. 

But why ? — we leave the reader in the dark- 
^Twas for a voyage the young man was meant. 
As if a Spanish ship were Noah^s ark. 

To wean him from the wickedness of earth, 
And send him like a dove of promise forth. 


Don J uan bade his valet pack his things 
According to direction, then received 
A lecture and some money : for four springs 
He was to travel ; and though Inez grieved 
(As every kind of j^arting has its stings), 

She hoped he would improve — perhaps believed 
A letter, too, she gave (he never read it) 

Of good advice — and two or three of credit. 


In the mean time, to pass her hours away. 
Brave Inez now set up a Sunday school 
Tor naughty children, who would rather play 
(Like truant rogues) tlie devil, or the fool ; 
Infants of three years old were taught that day. 
Dunces were whipt, or set upon a stool : 

The great success of Juan’s education 
Spurred her to teach another generation.® 


Juan embark’d — the ship got under way, 

The wind was fair, the water passing rough ; 

A devil of a sea rolls in that bay. 

As I, who’ve cross’d it oft, know well enough ; 
And, standing upon deck, the dashing spray 
Flies in one’s face, and makes it weather-tough ; 
And there he stood to take, and take again. 

His first — perhaps his last — farewell of Spain. 
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XII. 

I caii^t but say it is an awkward sight 
To see one^s native land receding tlirongli 
The growing waters ; it unmans one quite, 

Especially when life is rather new : 

I recollect Great Britain's coast looks white. 

But almost every other country's blue, 

When gazing on them, mystified by distance, » 

We enter on our nautical existence. 

XIII. 

So Juan stood, bewdlderM on the deck : 

The wind sung, cordage strain'd, and sailors swore. 

And the ship creak'd, the town became a speck, 

Erom which away so fair and fast they bore. 

The best of remedies is a beef-steak 

Against sea-sickness : ^ try it, sir, before 
You sneer, and I assure you this is true, 

For I have found it answ^er — so may you. 


Don Juan stood, anS, gazing from the stern. 
Beheld his native Spam receding far : 

First partings form a lesson hard to learn. 
Even nations feel this w^hen they go to war ; 
There is a sort of unexprest concern, 

A kind of shock that sets one's heart ajar : 
At leaving even the most unpleasant people 
And places, one keeps looking at the steeple. 


XV. 

But Juan had got many things to leave. 

His mother, and a mistress, and no wife. 

So that he had much better cause to grieve, 
Than many persons more advanced in life ; 
And if we now and then a sigh must heave 
At quitting even those we quit in strife, 

No ^oubt we weep for those the heart endears — 
That is, till deeper griefs congeal our tears. 
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XVI. 

So Juan wept, as wept the captive Jews 
By Babel’s waters, still remembering Sion ; 

Fd weep, — but mine is not a weeping Muse, 

And such light griefs are not a thing to die on ; 
Young men should travel, if but to amuse 

Themselves ; and the next time their servants he on 
Behind their carriages their new portmanteau. 

Perhaps it may be lined with this iny canto. 


XVII. 

And Juan wept, and much he sigh’d and tliought. 
While his salt tears dropp’d inlo the salt sea, 

** Sweets to the sweet; ” (I like so mucli to cpioLe; 

You must excuse this extract, — ’tis where she, 
Tlie Queen of Denmark, for Ophelia brought. 

Flowers to the grave ;) and, sobbing often, he 
Eeflected on his present situation. 

And seriously resolved on reformation. 

XVIII. 

'^Farewell, my Spain ! a long farewell !” he cried. 
Perhaps I may revisit thee no more. 

But die, as many an exiled heart hath died. 

Of its own thirst to see again thy shore : 
Farewell, where Guadalquivir’s waters glide ! 

Farewell, my mother ! and, since all is o’er, 
Farewell, too, dearest Julia ! — (here he drew 
Her letter out again, and read it through.) 

XIX. 

And oh I if e’er I should forget, I swear — 

But that’s impossible, and cannot be — 

Sooner shall this, blue ocean melt to air. 

Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sea, 

Than I resign thine image, oh, my fair ! 

Or. think of any thing, excepting thee; 

A mind diseased no remedy can physic — 

(Here the ship gave a lurch, and he grew sea-sick.) 
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''Sooner shall heaven kiss earth — (here he fell sicker) 
Oh, Julia ! what is every other woe P — 

(For God^s sake let me have a glass of liquor; 

Pedro, Battista, help me down below.) 

Julia, my love — (you rascal, Pedro, quicker) — 

Oh, Julia ! — (this curst vessel pitches so) — 
Beloved Julia, hear me still beseeching ! ** 

(Here he grew inarticulate with retching.) 


XXI. 

He felt that chilling heaviness of heart. 

Or rather stomach, which, alas ! attends. 

Beyond the best apothecary’s art. 

The loss of love, the treachery of friends. 

Or death of those we dote on, when a part 
Of us dies with them as each fond hope ends : 

No doubt he would have been much more pathetic. 
But the sea acted as a strong emetic. 

XXII. 

Love’s a capricious power : I’ve known it hold 
Out through a fever caused by its own heat. 

But be much puzzled by a cough and cold. 

And find a quinsy very hard to treat; 

Against all noble maladies he’s bold. 

But vulgar illnesses don’t like to meet. 

Nor that a sneeze should interrupt his sigh, 

Nor infiammations redden his blind eye, 

XXIII. 

But worst of all is nausea, or a pain 
About the lower region of the bowels ; 

Love, who heroically breathes a vein. 

Shrinks from the application of hot towels. 

And purgatives are dangerous to his reign, 

Sea-sickness death : his love was perfect, how else 
Could Juan’s passion, while the billows roar, 

Besist hia stomach, ne’er at sea before P 
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XXIV. 

The ship, call’d the most holy " Trinadada/’ 
Was steering duly for the port Leghorn ; 
For there the Spanish family Moncada 
Were settled long ere Juan’s sire was born 
They were relations, and for them he had a 
Letter of introduction, which the morn 
Of his departure had been sent him by 
His Spanish friends for those in Italy. 


XXV. 

His suite consisted of three servants and 
A tutor, the licentiate Pedrillo, 

Who several languages did understand, 

But now lay sick and speechless on his pillow. 
And, rocking in his hammock, long’d for land. 

His headache being increased by every billow ; 
And the waves oozing through the port-hole made 
His berth a Kttlc damp, and him afraid. 

XXVI. 

’Twas not without some reason, for the wind 
Increased at night, until it blew a gale ; 

And though ’twas not much to a naval mind, 
Some landsmen w^ould have look’d a little pale. 
For sailors are, in fact, a different kind : 

At sunset they began to take in sail. 

For the sky show’d it would come on to blow. 
And carry away, perhaps, a mast or so. 


XXVII. 

At one o’clock the wind with sudden shift 

Threw the ship right into the trough of the sea. 
Which struck her aft, and made an awkward rift. 
Started the stern-post, also shatter’d the 
Whole of her stern-frame, and, ere she could lift; 

Herself from out her present jeopardy. 

The rudder tore away ; ’twas time to sound 
The pumps, and there were four feet water found.* 
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XXVIll. 

One gang of people instantly was put 
Upon the pumps, and the remainder set 
To get up part of the cargo, and what not ; 

But they could not come at the leak as yet ; 

At last they did get at it really, but 
Still their salvation was an even bet : 

The water rushed through in a way quite puzzling, 

While they thrust sheets, shirts, jackets, bales of muslin. 


XXIX. 

Into the opening ; but all such ingredients 

Would have been vain, and they must have gone down. 
Despite of all their efforts and expedients. 

But for the pumps : Ihn glad to make them known 
To all the brother tars who may have need hence, 

Bor fifty tons of water were upthrown 
By them per hour, and they had all been undone, 

But for the maker, Mr. Mann, of London.^ 


XXX. 

As day advanced tlie weather seem'd to abate. 

And then the leak they reckon'd to reduce, 

And keep the ship afloat, tliougli three feet yet 
Kept two hand and one chain -pump still in use. 

The wind blew fresh again : as it grew late 

A squall came on, and while some guns broke lOOse, 
A gust — which all descriptive power transcends — 

Laid with one blast the ship on her beam ends.* 


XXXI. 

There she lay motionless, and seem'd upset; 

The water left the hold, and wash'd the decks, 

And made a scene men do not soon forget; 

For they remember battles, fires, and wrecks. 

Or any other thing that brings regret. 

Or breaks their hopes, or hearts, or heads, or necks 
Thus drownings are much talk'd of by the divers, 

\ud swimmers, who may chance to be survivors* 
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ZXXII. 

Immediately the masts were cut away, 

Both main and mizen : first the mizen went. 
The main-mast follow'd ; but the ship still lay 
Like a mere log, and baffled our intent. 
Foremast and bowsprit were cut down, and they 
Eased her at last (although we never meant 
To part with all till every hope was blighted). 
And then with violence the old ship righted.'* 


XXXIII. 

It may be easily supposed, while this 

Was going on, some people were unquiet. 

That passengers would find it much amiss 
To lose their lives, as well as spoil their diet ; 
That even the able seaman, deeming liis 

Days nearly o'er, might be disposed to riot. 

As upon such occasions tars will ask 

For grog, and sometimes drink rum from the cask. 


XXXIV. 

There's nought, no doubt, so much the spirit calms 
As rum and true religion : thus it was. 

Some plunder'd, some drank spirits, some sung psalms, 

The high wind made the treble, and as bass 
The hoarse harsh waves kept time ; fright cured the qualms 
Of all the luckless landsmen's sea-sick maws ; 

Strange sounds of w^ailing, blasphemy, devotion. 

Clamour'd in chorus to the roaring ocean.** 

XXXV. 

Perhaps more misdiief had been done, but for '* 

Our Juan, who, with sense beyond his years. 

Got to the spirit-room, and stood before 
It with a pair of pistols ; and their fears. 

As if Death were more dreadful by his door 
Of fire than water, spite of oaths and tears. 

Kept still aloof the crew, who, ere they sunk. 

Thought it would be becoming to die drunk.*^ 
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XXXVI. 

Give us more grog/^ they cried, for it will be 
All one an hour hence.” Juan ansAverM “No ! 

^Tis true that death awaits both you and me. 

But let us die like men, not sink below 
Like brutes ; ” — and thus his dangerous post kept he,“ 
And none liked to anticipate the blow ; 

And even Pedrillo, his most reverend tutor. 

Was for some rum a disappointed suitor. 

XXXVII. 

The good old gentleman was quite aghast. 

And made a loud and pious lamentation ; 

Eepeiited all his sins, and made a last 
Irrevocable vow of reformation ; 

Nothing should tempt him more (this peril past) 

To quit his academic occupation. 

In cloisters of the classic Salamanca, 

To follow Juanas wake, like Sancho Panca. 


XXXVIII. 

But now there came a flash of hope once more ; 

Day broke, and the wind lulFd : the masts Avere gone; 
The leak increased ; shoals round her, but no shore. 

The vessel swam, yet still she lield her own. 

They tried the pumps again, and though before 
Their desperate efforts seemM all useless grown, 

A glimpse of sunshine set some hands to bale — 

The stronger pumped, the weaker thrummM a sail.” 


XXXIX. 

Under the vessePs keel the sail was past, 

And for the moment it had some effect; 

But with a leak, and not a stick of mast. 

Nor rag of canvass, what could they expect ? 
But still 'tis best to struggle to the last, 

^Tis never too late to be wholly wrecked : 

And though ^tis true that man can only die once, 
^Tis not so pleasant in the Gulf of Lyans.^ • 
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XL. 

There winds and waves had ImrlM them, and from thence, 
Without their will, they carried them away ; 

For they were forced with steering to dispense, 

A.nd never had as yet a quiet day 
On which they miglit repose, or even commence 
A jurymast or rudder, or could say 
The ship would swim an hour, wliicli, by good luck, 

Still swam — though not exactly like a duck. 

XLI. 

The wind, in fact, perhaps, was rather less. 

But the ship labour'd so, they scarce could hope 
To weather out mucli longer ; the distress 
Was also great with wdiich they had to cope 
For want of water, and their solid mess 
Was scant enough : in vain the telescope 
Was used — nor sail nor shore appear'd in sight. 

Nought but the heavy sea, and coming night. 

XLII. 

Again the weather threaten'd, — again blew ” 

A gale, and in the fore and after hold 
Water appear'd ; yet, though the people knew 
All this, the most w^ere patient, and some bold. 

Until the chains and leathers were worn through 
Of all our pumps : — a wreck complete she roll'd. 

At mercy of the waves, whose mercies are 
Like human beings during civil war. 

XLIII. 

Then came the carpenter, at last, with tears 
In his rough eyes, and told the captain, he 
Could do no more : he was a man in years. 

And long had voyaged through many a stormy sea, 
And if he wept at length,” they were not fears 
That made his eyelids as a woman's be. 

But he, poor fellow, had a wife and children, 

Two things for dying people quite bewildering. 
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The ship was evidently settling 'now “ 

Fast by the head ; and, all distinction gone, 

Some went to prayers again, and made a vow 
Of candles to their saints “ — ^but there were none 
To pay them with ; and some look'd o'er the bow ; 

Some hoisted out tlie boats ; and there was one 
That begg'd Pedrillo for an absolution. 

Who told him to be damn'd — ^in his confusion.®^ 

XLV. 

Some lash'd them in their hammocks ; some put on 
Their best clothes, as if going to a fair ; 

Some cursed the day on which they saw the sun. 

And gnash'd their teeth, and, howling, tore their hair ; 
And others went on as they had begun. 

Getting the boats out, being well aware 
That a tight boat will live in a rough sea. 

Unless with breakers close beneath her lee.’^ 

XLVI. 

The worst of aU was, that in their condition. 

Having been several days in great distress, 

'Twas difficult to get out such provision 

As now might render their long suffering less : 

Men, even when dying, dislike inanition ; " 

Their stock was damaged by the weather's stress : 

Two casks of biscuit, and a keg of butter, 

Were aU that could be throwm into the cutter, 

XLVII. 

But in the long-boat they contrived to stow 

Some pounds of bread, though injured by the wet ; 
Water, a twenty-gallon cask or so ; 

Six flasks of wine : and they contrived to get 
A portion of their beef up from below,*' 

And with a piece of pork, moreover, met. 

But scarce enough to serve them for a luncheon — 

Then there was rum, eight gallons in a puncheon. 
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Tlie other boats, the yawl and pinnace, had 
Been stove in the beginning of the gale ; ” 
And the long-boat^s condition was but bad. 

As there were but two blankets for a sail,” 
And one oar for a mast, which a young lad 
. Threw in by good luck over the ship's rail ; 
And two boats could not hold, far less be stored. 
To save one half tlie people then on board. 


'Twas twilight, and the sunless day went down 
Over the waste of waters ; like a veil, 

Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frow^n 
Of one wdiose hate is mask'd but to assail,” 

Thus to their hopeless eyes the night was shown. 
And grimly darkled o’er the faces pale. 

And the dim desolate deep : twelve days had Fear 
Been their familiar, and now Death was here. 


Some trial had been making at a raft. 

With little hope in such a rolling sea, 

A sort of thing at which one would have laugh'd,*' 
If any laughter at such times could be. 

Unless with people who too much have quaff'd. 
And have a kind of wild and horrid glee. 

Half epileptical, and half hysterical : — 

Their preservation would have been a miracle. 


LI. 

At half-past eight o'clock, booms, hencoops, spars, 
And in things, for a chance, had been cast loose 
That still could keep afloat the struggling tars,“ 
For yet they strove, although of no great use : 
There was no light in heaven but a few stars. 

The boats put off o'ercrowded with their crews ; 
She gave a heel, and then a lurch to port. 

And, going down head foremost — sunk, in short * 
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Lll. 

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell — 

Then shrieked the timid, and stood still the brave, — 
Then some leaped overboard with dreadful yeU,” 

As eager to anticipate their grave; 

And the sea yawn'd around her like a hell. 

And down she suck'd with her the whirling wave. 
Like one who grapples with his enemy. 

And strives to strangle him before he die. 


LlII. 

And first one universal shriek there rusli'd. 
Louder than the loud ocean, like a crash 
Of echoing thunder ; and then all was hush'd, 
Save the wild wind and the remorseless dash 
Of billows ; but at intervals there gush'd. 
Accompanied witli a convulsive splash, 

A solitary shriek, tlie bubbling cry 
Of some strong swimmer in his agony. 


LIV. 

The boats, as stated, had got oflf before. 

And in them crowded several of the crew ; 

And yet their present hope was hardly more 
Than what it had been, for so strong it blew 
There was slight chance of reaching any shore ; 

And then they were too many, though so few — 
Nine in the cutter, thirty in the boat. 

Were counted in them when they got afloat. 


All the rest perish'd ; near two hundred souls 
Had left their bodies ; and what's worse, alas I 
When over Catholics the ocean rolls. 

They must wait several weeks before a mass 
Takes off one peck of purgatorial coals. 

Because, till people know what's come to pass. 
They won't lay out their money on the dead — 

It costs three francs for every mass that's said. 
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Juan got into the long boat, and there 
Contrived to help Pedrillo to a place ; 

It seemed as if they had exchanged their care, 

For Juan wore the magisterial face 
Which courage gives, while poor Pedrillo^s pair 
Of eyes were crying for their owner’s case : 
Battista, though (a name call’d shortly Tita) 

Was lost by getting at some aqua- vita. 

LVII. 

Pedro, his valet, too, he tried to save, 

But the same cause, conducive to his loss, 

Left him so drunk, he jump’d into the wave 
As o’er the cutter’s edge he tried to cross, 

And so he found a wine-and- watery grave ; 

They could not rescue him although so close. 
Because the sea ran higher every minute. 

And for the boat — the crew kept crowding in it. 

LTin. 

A small old spaniel, — which had been Don Jose’s, 
His father’s, whom he loved, as ye may think. 
For on such things the memory reposes 

With tenderness — stood liowling on the brink. 
Knowing, (dogs have such intellectual noses !) 

No doubt, the vessel was about to sink ; 

And Juan caught him up, and ere he stepp’d 
Off, threw him in, then after him he leap’d. “ 


He also stuff’d his money where he could 
About his person, and Pedrillo’ s too, 

Who let him do, in fact, whate’er he would. 

Not knowing what himself to say, or do. 

As every rising wave his dread renew’d ; 

But Juan, trusting they might still get through, 
And deeming there were remedies for any ill. 

Thus re-embark’d his tutor and his spaniel. 
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'Twas a rough night, and blew so stiffly yet. 

That the sail was becalm'd between the seas. 
Though on the wave's high top too much to set. 
They dared not take it in for all the breeze : 
Each sea curl'd o'er the stern, and kept them wet. 
And bade them bale without a moment's ease, “ 
So that themselves as well as hopes were damp'd. 
And the poor little cutter quickly swamp'd. 


Nine souls more went in her : the long-boat still 
Kept above water, with an oar for mast. 

Two blankets stitch'd together, answering ill 
Instead of sail, were to the oar made fast : 

Though every wave roll'd menacing to fill, 

And present peril all before surpass'd, ^ 

They grieved for those who perish’d with the cutter, 
And also for the biscuit-casks and butter. 


The sun rose red and fiery, a sure sign 
Of the continuance of the gale : to run 
Before the sea until it should grow fine, 

Was all that for the present could be done : 

A few tea-spoonfuls of their rum and wine 
Were served out to the people, who begun*" 

To faint, and damaged bread w^et through the bags. 
And most of them had little clothes but rases. 


LXIII. 

They counted thirty, crowded in a space 

Which left scarce room for motion or exertion ; 

They did their best to modify their case. 

One half sate up, though numb'd with the immersion, 
While t'other half were laid down in their place, 

At watch and watch ; thus, shivering like the tertian 
A^e in its cold fit, they fill'd their boat. 

With nothing but the sky for a great coat.** 
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'Tis very certain the desire of life 

Prolongs it : this is obvious to physicians, 

When patients, neither plagued with friends nor wife 
Survive through very desperate conditions, 

Because they still can hope, nor shines the knife 
Nor shears of Atropos before their visions : 

Despair of all recovery spoils longevity. 

And makes men^s miseries of alarming brevity. 

LXV. 

^Tis said that persons living on annuities 

Are longer lived than others, — God knows why. 
Unless to plague the grantors, — yet so true it is, 

That some, I really think, do never die ; 

Of any creditors the worst a Jew it is. 

And t/iaf s their mode of furnishing supply ; 

In my young days they lent me cash that way. 

Which I found very troublesome to pay. 

LXVI. 

'Tis thus with people in an open boat. 

They live upon the love of life, and bear 
More than can be believed, or even thought. 

And stand like rocks the tempest^s wear and tear ; 
And hardship still has been the sailor^s lot. 

Since NoaVs ark went cruising here and there ; 

She had a curious crew as well as cargo. 

Like the first old Greek privateer, the Argo. 

LXVII. 

But man is a carnivorous production. 

And must have meals, at least one meal a day : 

He cannot live, like woodcocks, upon suction. 

But, like the shark and tiger, must have prey ; 
Although his anatomical construction 
Bears vegetables, in a grumbling way. 

Tour labouring people tliink beyond all question 
Beef, veal, and mutton, better for digestion. 

TOL. T. A A 



DON JUAN. 


[OANTO IL 


m 


LXVIII. 

And thus it was with this our hapless crew ; 

For on the third day there came on a cairn, 

And though at first their strength it might renew. 
And lying on their weariness like balm, 

Lulled them like turtles sleeping on the blue 
Of ocean, when they woke they felt a qualm. 

And fell all ravenously on their provision. 

Instead of hoarding it with due precision. 

LXIX. 

The consequence was easily foreseen — 

They ate up all they had, and drank their wine. 
In spite of all remonstrances, and then 

On what, in fact, next day were they to dine ? 
They hoped the wind would rise, these foolish men ! 

And carry them to shore ; these hopes were fine. 
But as they had but one oar, and that brittle. 

It would have been more wise to save their victual. 


The fourth day came, but not a breath of air,*“ 

And Ocean slumbered like an unweanM child : 

The fifth day, and their boat lay floating tliere. 

The sea and sky M ere blue, and clear, and mild — 
With their one oar (I wish they had had a pair) 

What could they do ? and hungei-'s rage grew w ild 
So Juan's spaniel, spite of Ins entreating. 

Was kill'd, and portion'd out for present eating/* 

LXXI. 

On the sixth day they fed upon his hide. 

And J uan, mIio had still refused, because 
The creature was his father's dog that died, 

Now feeling all the vulture in his jaws. 

With some remorse received (though first denied) 

As a great favour one of the fore-paws,^ 

Which he divided with Pedrillo, who 
Devour'd it, longing for the other too. 
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The seventh day, and no wind — the burning suii 
Blister'd and scorch'd, and, stagnant on the sea. 
They lay like carcasses ; and hope was none, 

Save in the breeze that came not ; savagely 
They glared upon each otlier — all was done, 

Water, and wine, and food, — and you might see 
The longings of tlie cannibal arise 
(Although they spoke not) in their wolfish eyes. 


At length one whisper’d his companion, who 
Whisper'd another, and thus it went round, 

And tlien into a hoarser murmur grew, 

An ominous, and wild, and desperate sound ; 

And wlien his comrade's thouglit each sufferer knew, 
'Twas but his own, suppress'd till now, he found : 
And out they spoke of lots for flesh and blood, 

And who should die to be liis fellow's food." 

LXXIV. 

But ere they came to this, they that day shared 
Some leathern caps, and what remain'd of slioes ; 
And then they look'd around them, and despair'd. 
And none to be the sacrifice would choose ; 

At length the lots were torn up," and prepared. 

But of materials that must shock tlic Muse — 
Having no paper, for the w^aiit of better, 

They took by force from Juan Julia's letter. 


Tlie lots were made, and mark'd, and mix'd, and handed 
In silent horror," and their distribution 
Lull'd even the savage hunger which demanded, 

Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution ; 

None in particular had sought or plann'd it, 

'Twas nature gnaw'd them to this resolution, 

By which none were permitted to be neuter — 

And the lot fell on Juan's luckless tutor. 
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He but requested to be bled to death : 

The surgeon had his instruments, and bled ^ 
Pedrillo, and so gently ebb'd his breath. 

You hardly could perceive when he was dead. 
He died as born, a Catholic in faith, 

Like most in the belief in which they’re bred. 
And first a little crucifix he kiss’d. 

And then held out his jugular and wrist. 


The surgeon, as there was no other fee. 

Had his first choice of morsels for his pains ; 

But being thirstiest at the moment, he 

Preferr’d a draught from the fast-flowing veins ; ^ 
Part was divided, part thrown in the sea. 

And such things as the entrails and the brains 
Eegalcd two sharks, who follow'd o’er the billow — 
The sailors ate the rest of poor Pedrillo. 


The sailors ate him, all save three or four. 

Who were not quite so fond of animal food ; 
To these was added Juan, who, before 
Befusing his own spaniel, hardly could 
Peel now his appetite increased much more ; 

'Twas not to be expected that he should. 
Even in extremity of their disaster. 

Dine with them on his pastor and his master. 


LXXIX. 

'Twas better that he did not ; for, in fact. 

The consequence was awful in the extreme ; 

For they, who were most ravenous in the act. 

Went raging mad — Lord I how they did blaspheme / 
And foam, and roll, with strange convulsions rack’d. 
Drinking salt-water like a mountain-stream ; 

Tearing, and grinning, howling, screeching, swearing. 
And, with hysena-laughter, died despairing. 
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LXXX. 

Their numbers were much thinnM by tliis infliction. 
And all the rest were thin enough, Heaven knows : 
And some of them had lost tlieir recollection. 

Happier than they wlio still perceived their woes; 
But others pondered on a new dissection. 

As if not warnM sufficiently by those 
Who had already perish'd, suffering madly, 

For having used their appetites so sadly. 


And next they thought upon the master's mate. 

As fattest ; but he saved himself, because, 

Besides being much averse from such a fate. 

There were some other reasons : the first was. 

He had been rather indisposed of late; 

And that which chiefly proved his saving clause. 
Was a small present made to him at Cadiz, 

By general subscription of the ladies. 

LXXXII. 

Of poor Pedrillo something still remain'd. 

But was used sparingly, — some were afraid. 

And others still their appetites constrain'd. 

Or but at times a little supper made ; 

All except Juan, who throughout abstain'd. 

Chewing a piece of bamboo, and some lead : ** 

At length they caught two boobies, and a noddy,^ 
And then they left off eating the dead body. 

LXXXIII. 

And if Pedrillo's fate should shocking be, 

Remember Ugolino condescends 
To eat the head of his arch-enemy 
The moment after he politely ends 
His tale ; if foes be food in hell, at sea 
'Tis surely fair to dine upon our friends, 

When shipwreck's short allowance grows too scanty, 
Without being much more horrible than Dante. 
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And the same night tliere fell a shower of rain, 

For which their mouths gaped, like the cracks of earlli 
When dried to summer dust ; till taught by pain. 

Men really know not what good water^s wortli ; 

If you had been in Turkey or in Spain, 

Or with a famisliM boat^s-crew had your berth. 

Or in the desert heard the earners bell, 

You^d wish yourself where Truth is — in a well. 

LXXXT. 

It pour’d down torrents, but they were no richer. 

Until they found a ragged piece of sheet. 

Which served them as a sort of spongy pitcher. 

And wlien they deem’d its moisture was complete. 

They wrung it out, and tliough a thirsty ditcher 

Might not have thought the scanty draught so sweet 
As a full pot of porter, to their thinking 
They ne’er till now had known the joys of drinking. 

LXXXVI. 

And their baked lips, with many a bloody crack. 

Suck’d in the moisture, which like nectar strenm’d; 
Their throats were ovens, their swoln tongues w'crc black 
As the rich man’s in hell, who vainly scream’d 
To beg the beggar, who could not rain back 
A drop of dew, when every drop had seem’d 
To taste of heaven — If this be true, indeed. 

Some Christians have a comfortable creed. 

LXXXYII. 

There were two fathers in this ghastly crew. 

And with them their two sons, of ivhom the one 
Was more robust and hardy to the view. 

But he died early; and when he was gone. 

His nearest messmate told his sire, who threw 

One glance on him, and said, Heaven’s will be done ! 
I can do nothing,” and he saw him thrown 
Into the deep without a tear or groan.” 
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LXXXVIII. 

The otlier father had a weaklier child, 

Of a soft cheek, and aspect delicate ; ^ 

But the boy bore up long, and with a mild 
And patient spirit held aloof his fate ; 

Little he said, and now and then he smiled. 

As if to win a part from off the weight 
He saw increasing on his father^s heart. 

With the deep deadly thought, that they must part. 


And o'er him bent his sire, and never raised 
liis eyes from off his face, but wiped the foam 
From his pale lips, and ever on him gazed. 

And vhen the wi^ll'd-for shower at length was come. 
And the boy^s eyes, which the dull film half glazed. 
Brighten'd, and for a moment seem'd to roam. 

He squeezed from out a rag some drops of rain 
Into his dying child's mouth — but in vain.“ 


The boy expired — the father held tlie clay. 

And look'd upon it long, and when at last 
Death left no doubt, and the dead burthen lay 
Stiff on his heart, and pulse and hope were past. 

He watch'd it wistfully, until away 

'Twas borne by the rude wave wherein 'twas cast ; 
Then he himself sunk down all dumb and shivering 
And gave no sign of life, save his limbs quivering. 

XOI. 

Now overhead a rainbow, bursting through 

The scattering clouds, shone, spanning the dark sea, 
Resting its bright base on the quivering blue ; 

And all within its arch appear'd to be 
Clearer than that without, and its wide hue 
Wax'd broad and waving, like a banner free, 

Then changed like to a bow that's bent, and then 
Forsook the dim eyes of these shipwreck'd men. 
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It changed, of course ; a heavenly cameleoii. 

The airy child of vapour and the sun, 

Brought forth in purple, cradled in vermilion. 
Baptised in molten gold, and swathed in dun. 
Glittering like crescents o^er a Turk's pavilion. 
And blending every colour into one. 

Just like a black eye in a recent scuffle 

(For sometimes we must box without the muffle). 


xoni. 

Our shipwreck'd seamen thought it a good omen — 
It is as well to think so, now and then ; 

'Twas an old custom of the Greek and Eoman, 

And may become of groat advantage when 
Folks are discouraged; and most surely no men 
Had greater need to nerve themselves again 
Than these, and so this rainbow look'd like hope — 
Quite a celestial kaleidoscope ” 

XCIV. 

About this time a beautiful white bird, 

Web-footed, not unlike a dove in size 
And plumage (probably it might have err’d 
Upon its course), pass'd oft before their eyes. 
And tried to perch, although it saw and heard 
The men within the boat, and in this guise 
It came and wxnt, and flutter'd round them till 
Night fell : — this seem'd a better omen still. “ 

xcv. 

But in this case I also must remark, 

'Twas well this bird of promise did not perch. 
Because the tackle of our shatter'd bark 
Was not so safe for roosting as a church ; 

And had it been the dove from Noah's ark, 
Keturning there from her successful search. 
Which in their way that moment chanced to fall, 

I hey would have eat her, olive-branch and all. 
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xovi. 

With twilight it again came on to blow. 

But not with violence ; the stars shone out. 

The boat made way ; yet now they were so low. 

They knew not where nor what they were about ; 
Some fancied they saw land, and some said “ No ! 

The frequent fog-banks gave them cause to doubt — 
Some swore that tliey heard breakers, others guns,” 
And all mistook about the latter once. 


XCVII. 

As morning broke, the liglit wind died away^ 

When he who had tlie watch sung out and swore. 

If 'twas not land that rose with the sun's ray, 
lie wish'd that land he never might see more : " 

And the rest rubb'd their eyes, and saw a bay. 

Or thought they saw, and shaped their course for shore ; 
For shore it was, and gradually grew 
Distinct, and high, and palpable to view. 

XCVIII. 

And then of these some part burst into tears. 

And others, looking with a stupid stare,®* 

Could not yet separate their hopes from fears. 

And seem'd as if they had no further care ; 

Willie a few pray'd — (the first time for some years) — 

And at the bottom of the boat three were 
Asleep : they shook them by the hand and head. 

And tried to awaken them, but found them dead. 

XCIX. 

The day before, fast sleeping on the water. 

They found a turtle of the hawk's-bill kind, 

And by good fortune, gliding softly, caught her,® 

Which yielded a day's life, and to their mind 
Proved even stiU a more nutritious matter. 

Because it left encouragement behind : 

They thought that in such perils, more than chance 
Had sent tliem this for their deliverance. 
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The land appear'd a high and rocky coast, 

And higher grew the mountains as they drew. 

Set by a current, toward it : they were lost 
In various conjectures, for none knew 
To what part of the earth they had been tost. 

So changeable had been the winds that blew ; 

Some thought it was Mount ^tna, some the highlands 
Of Caiidia, Cyprus, Ehodes, or other islands. 


Cl. 

Meantime the current, with a rising gale. 

Still set them onwards to the welcome shore. 

Like Charon's bark of spectres, dull and pale : 

Tlieir living freight was now reduced to four. 

And three dead, whom their strength could not avail 
To heave into the deep with those before. 

Though the two sharks still follow'd them, and dash'd 
The spray into their faces as they splash'd. 


on. 

Famine, despair, cold, thirst, and heat, had done 
Their work on them by turns, and thinn'd them to 
Such things a mother had not known her son 
Amidst the skeletons of that gaunt crew ; ® 

By night chill'd, by day scorch'd, thus one by one 
They perish'd, until wither'd to these few, 

But chiefly by a species of self-slaughter. 

In washing down Pedrillo with salt water. 


cm. 

As they drew nigh the land, which now was seen 
Unequal in its aspect here and there. 

They felt the freshness of its growing green. 

That waved in forest-tops, and smooth'd the air, 
And fell upon their glazed eyes like a screen 

i’rom glistening waves, and skies so hot and bare— 
Lovely seem'd any object that should sweep 
Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep. 
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OIV. 

The shore lookM wild, without a trace of man, 

And girt by formidable waves ; but they 
Were mad for land, and thus their course they ran. 
Though right ahead the roaring breakers lay : 

A reef between them also now began 

To show its boiling surf and bounding spray. 
But finding no place for their landing better. 

They ran the boat for shore, — and overset her.** 


ov. 

But in his native stream, the Guadalquivir, 

Juan to lave his youtliful limbs w^as wont ; 

And having learnt to swim in that sweet river. 
Had often tuniM the art to some account : 

A better swimmer you could scarce see ever. 

He could, perhaps, have passM the Hellespont, 
As once (a feat on which ourselves w’c prided) 
Leander, Mr. Ekenhead, and I did. 


CVI. 

So here, though faint, emaciated, and stark, 

He buoyM his boyish limbs, and strove to ply 
With the quick wave, and gain, ere it was dark. 
The beach 'which hiy before him, high and dry : 
The greatest danger here w as from a shark. 

That carried oil' his neighbour by the thigh ; 
i\s for the other two, they could not swim,^ 
b'o nobody arrived on shore but him. 


OYII. 

Kor yet had he arrived but for the oar. 

Which, providentially for liim, w^as w'ash’d 
Just as his feeble arms could strike no more. 

And the hard wave o'erwheWd him as Tw^as dashed 
Within his grasp ; he clung to it, and sore 
The "Waters beat while he thereto was lashTl 
At last, with swimming, wading, scrambling, he 
Boird on the beach, half senseless, from the sea : 



864 


DON JUAN. 


lOAHTO 11. 


OVIll. 

Tliere, breathless, with his digging nails he clung 
Tast to the sand, lest the returning wave, 

I'rom whose reluctant roar his life he wrung. 
Should suck him back to her insatiate grave : 
And there he lay, full length, where he was flung. 
Before the entrance of a cliff-worn cave. 

With just enough of life to feel its pain. 

And deem that it was saved, perhaps, in vain. 

oix. 

With slow and staggering effort he arose. 

But sunk again upon his bleeding knee 
And quivering hand; and then he lookM for those 
Who long had been his mates upon the sea ; 

But none of them appeared to share his woes. 

Save one, a corpse, from out the famish'd three. 
Who died two days before, and now had found 
An unknown barren beach for burial-ground. 


cx. 

And as he gazed, his dizzy brain spun fast. 

And dowm he sunk ; and as he sunk, the sand 
Swam round and round, and all his senses pass'd : 

He fell upon his side, and his stretch'd hand 
Droop'd dripping on the oar (their jury-mast), 

And, like a wither'd lily, on the land 
His slender frame and pallid aspect lay. 

As fair a thing as e'er was form’d of clay. 

oxi. 

How long in his damp trance young Juan lay 
He knew not, for the earth was gone for him. 

And time had nothing more of night nor day 
For his congealing blood, and senses dim ; 

And how this heavy faintness pass'd away 

He knew not, till each painful pulse and limb, 

And tingling vein, seem'd throbbing back to life. 

For Death, though vanquish'd, still retired with strife. 
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His eyes he opened, shut, agniii unclosed. 

For all was doubt and dizziness ; he thought 
He still was in the boat, and had but dozed, 

And felt again with his despair overwrought. 

And wish'd it death in which he had reposed, 

And then once more his feelings back were brought. 
And slowly by his swimming eyes were seen 
A lovely female face of seventeen. 

OXIII. 

'Twas bending close o’er his, and the small mouth 
Seem'd almost prying into his for breath ; 

And chafing him, the soft warm hand of youth 
llecall'd his answering spirits back from death ; 

And, bathing his chill temples, tried to soothe 
Each pulse to animation, till beneath 
Its gentle touch and trembling care, a sigh 
To these kind efforts made a low reply. 

OXIV, 

Then was the cordial pour'd, and mantle flung 
Around his scarce-clad limbs ; and the fair arm 
Raised higher the faint head which o'er it hung ; 

And her transparent check, all pure and w^arm. 
Pillow'd his deatli-like forehead ; then she wrung 
His dewy curls, long drench'd by every storm ; 

And walch'd with eagerness each throb that drew 
A sigh from his heaved bosom — and hers, too. 

oxv. 

And lifting him with care into the cave, 

The gentle girl, and her attendant, — one 
Young, yet her elder, and of brow less grave. 

And more robust of figure — then begun 
To kindle fire, and as the new flames gave 

Light to the rocks that roof'd them, which the sun 
Had never seen, the maid, or whatsoe'er 
She was, appear’d distinct, and tall, and fair. 
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Her brow was overhung witli coins of gold. 

That sparkled o’er the auburn of her hair, 

Her clustering hair, whose longer locks were roll’d 
In braids behind ; and though her stature were 
Even of the highest for a female mould. 

They nearly reach’d her heel ; and in her air 
There was a something which bespoke command. 
As one who was a lady in the land. 

OXVII. 

Her hair, I said, was auburn; but her eyes 
Were black as death, their lashes the same hue, 
Of downcast length, in whose silk shadow lies 
Deepest attraction ; for when to the view 
Forth from its raven fringe the full glance flies. 
Ne’er with such force the swiftest arrow flew ; 
’Tis as the snake late coil’d, who pours his length. 
And hurls at once his venom and his strength. 

CXVIII. 

Her brow was white and low, her cheek’s pure dye 
Like twilight rosy still with the set sun ; 

Short upper lip — sweet lips I that make us sigh 
Ever to have seen sucli ; for she was one 
Fit for the model of a statuary 

(A race of mere impostors, when all’s done — 
I’ve seen much finer women, ripe and real. 

Than all the nonsense of their stone ideal). 


I’ll tell you why I say so, for ’tis just 

One should not rail without a decent cause : 

There was an Irish lady, to whose bust 
I ne’er saw justice done, and yet she was 
A frequent model ; and if e’er she must 

Yield to stern Time and Nature’s wrinkling laws. 
They will destroy a face which mortal thought 
Ne’er compass’d, nor less mortal chisel wrought. 
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oxx. 

And such was she, the lady of the cave : 

Her dress was very different from the Spanish, 
Simpler, and yet of colours not so grave ; 

For, as you know, the Spanish women banish 
Bright hues when out of doors, and yet, while wave 
Around them (what I hope will never vanish) 

The basquina and the mantilla, they 
Seem at the same time mystical and gay. 

OXXI. 

But with our damsel this was not the case : 

Her dress was many-coloured, finely spun ; 

Her locks curFd negligently round her face. 

But through them gold and gems jirofusely shone 
Her girdle sparkled, and the richest lace 

FlowM in her veil, and many a precious stone 
Flash'd on her little hand ; but, what M'as shocking, 
Her small snow feet had slippers, but no stocking. 


The other female's dress was not unlike. 

But of inferior materials : she 
Had not so many ornaments to strike. 

Her hair had silver only, bound to be 
Her dowry ; and her veil, in form alike. 

Was coarser; and her air, though firm, less free; 
Her hair was thicker, but less long ; her eyes 
As black, but quicker, and of smaller size. 

CXXIII. 

And these two tended him, and cheer'd him both 
With food and raiment, and those soft attentions. 
Which are — (as I must own) — of female growth. 
And have ten thousand delicate inventions : 

They made a most superior mess of broth, 

A thiilg which poesy but seldom mentions. 

But the best dish that e'er was cook'd since Homer's 
Achilles order’d dinner for new comers. 
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rU tell you who they were, this female pair, 
Lest they should seem princesses in disguise ; 
Besides, I hate all mystery, and that air 
Of clap-trap, which your recent poets prize ; 
And so, in short, the girls they really were 
They shall appear before your curious eyes. 
Mistress and maid ; the first was only daughter 
Of an old man, who lived upon the water. 


cxxv. 

A fisherman he had been in his youth. 

And still a sort of fisherman was he ; 

But other speculations were, in sooth. 

Added to his connection with the sea, 

Perhaps not so respectable, in truth ; 

A little smuggling, and some piracy. 

Left him, at last, the sole of many masters 
Of an ill-gotten million of piastres. 

oxxvi. 

A fisher, therefore, was he, — though of men. 

Like Peter the Apostle, — and he fish'd 
For wandering merchant vessels, now and tlien. 
And sometimes caught as many as he wish'd ; 
The cargoes he confiscated, and gain 

He sought in the slave-market too, and dish'd 
Pull many a morsel for that Turkish trade. 

By which, no doubt, a good deal may be made. 

CXXVII. 

He was a Greek, and on his isle had built 
(One of the wild and smaller Cyclades) 

A very handsome house from out his guilt, 

And there he lived exceedingly at ease ; 

Heaven knows what cash he got, or blood he spilt, 
A sad old fellow was he, if you please ; 

But this I 'know, it was a spacious building, 

Pull of barbaric carving, paint, and gilding. 
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OXXYIII. 

He had an only daughter, callM Haidee, 

The greatest heiress of the Eastern Isles ; 
Besides, so very beautiful was she, 

Her dowry was as nothing to her smiles : 

Still in her teens, and like a lovely tree 

She grew to womanhood, and between whiles 
Rejected several suitors, just to learn 
How to accept a better in his turn. 

GXXIX. 

And walking out upon the beach, below 

The cliff, towards sunset, on that day she found, 
Insensible, — not dead, but nearly so, — 

Don Juan, almost famish^, and half drowned ; 
But being naked, she was shocked, you know. 

Yet deemed herself in common pity bound. 

As far as in her lay, " to take him in, 

A stranger ” dying, with so white a skin. 


cxxx. 

But taking him into her father^s house 
Was not exactly the best way to save, 

But like conveying to the cat the mouse. 

Or people in a trance into their grave ; 

Because the good old man had so much rous,” 
Unlike the honest Arab thieves so brave. 

He would have hospitably cured the stranger. 
And sold him instantly when out of danger. 

cxxxi. 

And therefore, with her maid, she thought it best 
(A virgin always on her maid relies) 

To place him in the cave for present rest : 

And when, at last, he open'd his black eyes, 
Their charity increased about their guest ; 

And their compassion grew to such a size. 

It open'd half the turnpike gates to heaven — 

(St. Paul says, 'tis the toll which must be given.) 

VOL. V. 



870 


DON JUAN. 


[OANTO II. 


OXXXII. 

They made a fire, — but sucli a fire as they 
Upon the moment could contrive with such 
Materials as were cast up round the bay, — 

Some broken planks, and oars, that to the touch 
Were nearly tinder, since so long tliey lay 
A mast was almost crumbled to a crutch ; 

But, by God's grace, here wrecks were in such plenty, 
That there was fuel to have furnish'd twenty. 


CX XXIII 

He had a bed of furs, and a pelisse. 

Tor Haidee stripp'd her sables off to make 
His couch; and, that he might be more at ease. 
And warm, in case by chance he should awake. 
They also gave a petticoat apiece. 

She and her maid, — and promisecl by daybreak 
To pay him a fresh visit, with a dish 
For breakfast, of eggs, coffee, bread, and fish. 


CXXXIV. 

And thus they left him to his lone repose : 

Juan slept like a top, or like the dead. 

Who sleep at last, perhaps, (God only knows,) 

Just for the present; and in his lull'd head 
Not even a vision of liis former woes 

Throbb'd in accursed dreams, which sometimes spread* 
Unwelcome visions of our former years. 

Till the eye, cheated, opens tliick wdth tears. 

CXXXV. 

Young Juan slept all dreamless ; — but the maid, 

Who smooth'd his pillow, as she left the den 
Look'd back upon him, and a moment staid, 

And turn'd, believing that he call'd again. 

He slumber'd; yet she thought, at least she said 
(The heart will slip, even a$ the tongue and pen). 

He had pronounced her name — but she forgot 
That at this moment Juan knew it not. 
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OXXXVI. 

And pensive to her father^s house she went, 

Enjoining silence strict to Zoe, who 
Better than her knew w^hat, in fact, she meant, 

She being wiser by a year or two : 

A year or two's an age when rightly spent, 

And Zoe spent hers, as most women do. 

In gaining all that useful sort of knowledge 
Which is acquired in Nature's good old college. 

CXXXVII. 

The morn broke, and found Juan slumbering still 
Fast in his cave, and nothing clash'd upon 
His rest : the rushing of the neighbouring rill, 

And the young beams of the excluded sun. 

Troubled him not, and he might sleep his fill ; 

And need he had of slumber yet, for none 
Had suffer'd more — his hardships were comparative**'^ 

To those related in my grand-dad's '^Narrative." 

OXXXVIII. 

Not so Haidee: she sadly toss'd and tumbled. 

And started from her sleep, and, turning o'er. 
Bream'd of a thousand wrecks, o'er wdiich she stumbled. 
And handsome corpses strew'd upon the shore; 

And w^oke her maid so early that she grumbled, 

And call'd her father's old slaves up, who sw^ore 
In several oaths — Armenian, Turk, and Greek — 

They knew not what to think of such a freak. 

OXXXIX. 

But up she got, and up she made them get. 

With some pretence about the sun, that makes 
Sweet skies just when he rises, or is set; 

And 'tis, no doubt, a sight to see when breaks 
Bright Phoebus, while the mountains still are wet 
With mist, and every bird with liim awakes. 

And night is flung off like a mourning suit 
W^orn for a husband, — or some other brute.* 


B B 2 
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OXL. 

I say, the sun is a most glorious sight : 

I've seen him rise full oft, indeed of late 
I have sat up on purpose all the night,* 

Which hastens, as physicians say, one's fate ; 

And so all ye, who would be in the right 
In health and purse, begin your day to date 
From daybreak, and when coffin'd at fourscore. 
Engrave upon the plate, you rose at four. 

OXLI. 

And Haidfe met the morning face to face ; 

Her own was freshest, though a feverish flush 
Had dyed it with the headlong blood, whose race 
From heart to cheek is curb'd into a blush, 

Like to a torrent which a mountain's base. 

That overpowers some Alpine river's rush. 

Checks to a lake, whose waves in circles spread ; 

Or the Eed Sea — but the sea is not red.'“ 

OXLII. 

And down the cliff the island virgin came. 

And near the cave her quick light footsteps drew. 
While the sun smiled on her with his first flame, 
And young Aurora kiss'd her lips with dew. 
Taking her for a sister ; just the same 

Mistake you would have made on seeing the two. 
Although the mortal, quite as fresh and fair. 

Had all the advantage, too, of not being air.” 


And when into the cavern Haid^e stepp'd 
All timidly, yet rapidly, she saw 
That like an infant Juan sweetly slept; 

And then she stopp'd, and stood as if in awe 
(For sleep is awful], and on tiptoe crept 
And wrapt him closer, lest the air, too raw. 

Should reach his blood, then o'er him still as death 
Bent, with hush'd lips, that drank his scarce-drawn breath. 
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OXLIY. 

And thus like to an angel o^er the dying 

Who die in righteousness, she leanM ; and there 
All tranquilly the shipwreck’d boy was lying. 

As o'er him lay the calm and stirless air : 

But Zoe the meantime some eggs was frying. 

Since, after all, no doubt the youthful pair 
Must breakfast, and betimes — lest they should ask it, 
She drew out her provision from the basket. 

CXLV. 

She knew that the best feelings must have victual, 
And that a shipwreck'd youth would hungry be; 
Besides, being less in love, she yawn'd a little, 

And felt her veins chill'd by the neighbouring sea ; 
And so, she cook'd their breakfast to a tittle ; 

I can't say that she gave them any tea. 

But there were eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fish, honey. 
With Scio wine, — and all for love, not money. 


CXLV I. 

And Zoe, when the eggs were ready, and 
The coffee made, would fain have waken'd Juan; 

But Haidfe stopp'd her with her quick small hand. 

And without word, a sign her finger drew on 
Her lip, which Zoe needs must understand ; 

Ani the first breakfast spoilt, prepared a new one, 
Because her mistress would not let her break 
That sleep which seem'd as it would ne'er awake. 

OXLYII. 

For still he lay, and on his thin worn cheek 
A purple hectic play'd like dying day 
On the snow-tops of distant hills ; the streak 
Of sufferance yet upon his forehead lay, 

Where the blue veins look'd shadowy, shrunk, and weak ; 

And his black curls were dewy with the spray, 

Which weigh'd upon them yet, all damp and salt. 

Mix'd with the stony vapours of the vault. 



m 


DON JOAN. 


[OAHTO IL 


OXLVIII. 

And she bent o^er him^ and he lay beneath, 
Husli^d as the babe upon its mother's breast, 
Droop'd as the willow when no winds can breathe, 
Lull’d like the depth of ocean when at rest,” 
Fair as the crowning rose of the whole wreath. 
Soft as the callow cygnet in its nest ; 

In short, he was a very pretty fellow. 

Although his woes had turn’d him rather yellow. 

CXLIX. 

He woke and gazed, and would have slept again, 
But the fair face which met his eyes forbade 
Those eyes to close, though weariness and pain 
Had further sleep a further pleasure made ; 

For woman’s face was never form’d in vain 
For Juan, so that even when lie pray’d 
He turn’d from grisly saints, and martyrs hairy. 
To the sweet portraits of the Virgin Mary. 

CL 

And thus upon his elbow he arose. 

And look’d upon tlie lady, in whose cheek 
The pale contended with the purple rose. 

As with an effort she began to speak ; 

Her eyes were eloquent, her words would pose. 
Although she told him, in good modern Greek, 
Witli an Ionian accent, low' and sweet. 

That he was faint, and must not talk, but eat. 


OLl. 

Now Juan could not understand a word. 

Being no Grecian ; but he had an ear, 

And her voice was the warble of a bird. 

So soft, so sweet, so delicately clear. 

That finer, simpler music ne’er was heard ; ” 
The sort of sound we echo with a tear, 
Without knowing why — an overpowering tone, 
Whence melody descends as from a throne. 



CANTO II.] 


DON JUAN. 


375 


OLII. 

And Juan gazed as one who is awoke 
Bj a distant organ, doubting if he be 
Not yet a dreamer, till the spell is broke 
By the watchman, or some such reality. 

Or by one's early valet's cursed knock ; 

At least it is a heavy sound to me. 

Who like a morning slumber — for the night 
Shows stars and women in a better light. 

CL I II. 

And Juan, too, was help'd out from Ins dreai 
Or sleep, or whatsoe'er it was, by feeling 
A most prodigious appetite ; the steam 
Of Zoe's cookery no doubt was stealing 
Upon his senses, and the kindling beam 
Of the new fire, which Zoe kept up, knceli 
To stir her viands, made him quite awake 
And long for food, but chiefly a beef-steak. 


CLIV. 

But beef is rare within these oxless isles ; 

Goat's flesh there is, no doubt, and kid, and mutton. 
And, when a holiday upon them smiles, 

A joint upon their barbarous spits they put on; 

But this occurs but seldom, between whiles, 

Eor some of these are rocks with scarce a hut on : 
Others are fair and fertile, among which 
This, though not large, was one of the most rich. 

OLV. 

I say that beef is rare, and can't help thinking 
That the old fable of the Minotaur- - 
From which our modern morals, rightly shrinking, 
Condemn the royal lady's taste who wore 
A cow's shape for a mask — was only (sinking 
The allegory) a mere type, no more. 

That Pasiphae promoted breeding cattle. 

To make the Cretans bloodier in battle. 
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For we all know that English people are 
Fed upon beef — I won't say much of beer, 
Because 'tis liquor only, and being far 

From this my subject, has no business here ; 

We know, too, they are very fond of war, 

A pleasure — like all pleasures — rather dear ; 

So were the Cretans — from which I infer 
That beef and battles both v'ere owing to her. 

OLVII. 

But to resume. The languid Juaii raised 
His head upon his elbow, and he saw 
A sight on which lie had hot lately gazed. 

As all his latter meals had been quite raw. 

Three or four things, for which the Lord he praised, 
And, feeling still the famish'd vulture gnaw. 

He fell upon whate'er was offer'd, like 
A priest, a shark, an alderman, or pike. 

OLVIII. 

He ate, and he was well supplied ; and she. 

Who watch'd him like a mother, would have fed 
Him past all bounds, because she smiled to see 
Such appetite in one she had deem'd dead ; 

But Zoe, being older than Haid^e, 

Knew (by tradition, for she ne'er had read) 

That famish'd people must be slowly nurst. 

And fed by spoonfuls, else they always burst. 

OLTX. 

And so she took the liberty to state. 

Rather by deeds than words, because the case 
Was urgent, that the gentleman, whose fate 
Had made her mistress quit her bed to trace 
The sea-shore at this hour, must leave his plate. 
Unless he wish'd to die upon the place — 

She snatch'd it, and refused another morsel. 

Saying, he had gorged enough to make a horse ilL 
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Next they — lie being naked, save a tatterM 
Pair of scarce decent trowsers — went to work, 
And in tlie fire his recent rags they scatter^. 

And dress'd him, for the present, like a Turk, 

Or Greek — that is, although it not much matter'd. 
Omitting turban, slippers, pistols, dirk, — 

They furnish'd him, entire, except some stitches. 
With a clean shirt, and very spacious breeclies. 

CLXI. 

And then fair Plaid^e tried her tongue at speaking. 
But not a word could Juan comprehend. 
Although he listen'd so that th6 young Greek in 
Her earnestness would ne'er have made an end ; 
And, as he interrupted not, went eking 
Her speech out to lier protege and friend, 

Till pausing at the last her breath to take, 

Slic saw he did not understand Komaic. 

CLXII, 

And then she had recourse to nods, and signs, 

And smiles, and sparkles of the speaking eye. 
And read (the only book slie could) the lines 
Of his fair face, and found, by sympathy. 

The answer eloquent, where the soul shines 
And darts in one quick glance a long reply; 

And thus in every look she saw exprest 
A world of words, and things at which she guess'd. 

CLXIII. 

And now, by dint of fingers, and of eyes, 

And words repeated alter h(‘r, he took 
A lesson in her tongue ; but by surmise. 

No doubt, less of her language than her look ; 
As he who studies fervently the skies 

Turns oftener to the stars than to his book, 

Thus Juan learn'd his alpha beta better 
Prom Haidee's glance than any graven letter. 
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^Tis pleasing to be schooled in a strange tongue 
By female lips and eyes — that is, I mean. 

When both the teacher and the taught are young, 

As was the case, at least, where I have been ; 

They smile so when one's right, and when one's wrong 
They smile still more, and then there intervene 
Pressure of hands, perhaps even a cliaste kiss ; — 

I learn'd the little tliat I know by this ; 

CLXV. 

That is, some words of Spanish, Turk, and Greek, 
Italian not at all, having no teachers ; 

Much English I cannot pretend to speak. 

Learning that language chiefly from its preachers, 
Barrow, South, Tillotson, wliom every week 
I study, also Blair, the highest reachers 
Of eloquence in piety and prose — 

I hate your poets, so read none of those. 

OLXVI. 

As for the ladies, I have nought to say, 

A wanderer from the British world of fashion,” 
Where I, like other " dogs, have had my day," 

Like other men, too, may have liad my passion — 
But that, like other things, has pass'd away. 

And all her fools whom I cozdd lay the lash on : 
Poes, friends, men, women, now are nought to me 
But dreams of what has been, no more to be,” 

OLXVI I. 

Return we to Don Juan. He begun 

To hear new words, and to repeat them — but 
Some feelings, universal as the sun. 

Were such as could not in his breast be shut 
More than within the bosom of a nun : 

He was in love, — as you would be, no doubt, 

With a young benefactress, — so was she. 

Just in the way we very often see. 
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CLXVIII. 

And every day by daybreak — rather early 
For Juan, who was somewhat fond of rest — 

She came into the cave, but it was merely 
To see her bird reposing in his nest ; 

And she would softly stir his locks so curly, 
Without disturbing her yet slumbering guest. 
Breathing all gently o'er his cheek and mouth. 

As o'er a bed of roses the sweet south. 

OLXIX 

And every morn his colour freslilier came. 

And every day help'd on his convalescence ; 

'Twas well, because health in the human frame 
Is pleasant, besides being true love's essence. 

For health and idleness to passion's flame 

Are oil and gunpowder; and some good lessons 
Are also learnt from Ceres and from Bacchus, 
Without whom Venus will not long attack us. 

CLXX. 

While Venus fills the heart (without heart really 
Love, though good always, is not quite so good,) 
Ceres presents a plate of vermicelli, — 

For love must be sustain'd like flesh and blood. 
While Bacchus pours out wine, or hands a jelly : 

Eggs, oysters, too, are amatory food 
But who is their purveyor from above 
Heaven knows, — it may be Neptune, Pan, or Jove. 

OLXXI. 

When Juan woke he found some good things ready, 
A bath, a breakfast, and the finest eyes 
That ever made a youthful heart less steady. 

Besides her maid's, as pretty for their size ; 

But I have spoken of all this already — 

And repetition's tiresome and unwise, — 

Well — Juan, after bathing in tlie sea. 

Came always back to coflee and Haidee. 
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Both were so young, and one so innocent, 

That bathing pass'd for nothing ; Juan seem'd 
To her, as ’twere, the kind of being sent. 

Of whom these two years she had nightly dream'd, 
A sometliing to be loved, a creature meant 
To be her happiness, and whom she deem'd 
To render liappy : all who joy would win 
Must share it, — Happiness was born a twin. 

OIXXIII. 

It was such pleasure to behold him, such 
Enlargement of existence to partake 
Nature with him, to thrill beneath his touch. 

To watch him slumbering, and to see him wake 
To live with him for ever were too much ; 

But then the thought of parting made her quake 
He was her own, her ocean-treasure, cast 
Like a rich wreck — her first love, and lier last.^ 

CLXXIV. 

And thus a moon roll'd on, and fair Ilaidee 
Paid daily visits to her boy, and took 
Such plentiful precautions, that still he 
Eemain'd unknowm within his craggy nook 
At last her father's prows put out to sea, 

Eor certain merchantmen upon the look. 

Not as of yore to carry off an lo. 

But three Eagusan vessels bound for Scio. 

CLXXV. 

Then came her freedom, for she had no mother. 

So that, her father being at sea, she was 
Free as a married woman, or such other 
Pemale, as where she likes may freely pass. 
Without even the incumbrance of a brother. 

The freest She that ever gazed on glass : 

I speak of Christian lands in this comparison, 

Where wives, at least, are seldom kept in garrison. 
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Now she prolong’d her visits and her talk 

(For they must talk), and he had learnt to say 
So much as to propose to take a walk, — 

For little had he wander’d since the day 
On which, like a young flower snapp’d from the stalk, 
Drooping and dewy on the beach he lay, — 

And thus they walk’d out in the afternoon. 

And saw the sun set opposite the moon. 


CLXXVII. 

It was a w’^ild and breaker-beaten coast. 

With cliffs above, and a btoad sandy shore. 

Guarded by shoals and rocks as by an host. 

With here and there a creek, whose aspect wore 
A better welcome to the tempest-tost; 

And rarely ceased tlie haughty billow’s roar. 

Save on the dead long summer days, which make 
The outstretch’d ocean glitter like a lake. 

CLXXVIII. 

And the small ripple spilt upon the beach 

Scarcely o’erpass’d the cream of your champagne. 
When o’er the brim the sparkling bumpers reach. 

That spring-dew of the spirit ! the heart’s rain ! 

Few things surpass old wine ; and they may preach 
Who please, — the more because they preach in vain,- 
Let us have wine and women, mirth and laughter. 
Sermons and, soda-water the day after. 

OLXXIX. 

Man, being reasonable, must get drunk ; 

The best of life is but intoxication : 

Glory, the grape, love, gold, in these are sunk 
The hopes of all men, and of every nation ; 

Without their sap, how branchless were the trunk 
Of life’s strange tree, so fruitful on occasion ; 

But to return, — Get very drunk ; and when 
You wake with headache, you shall see what then. 



382 


DON JtrAN. 


[canto II. 


OLXXX. 

Ring for your valet — bid him quickly bring 
Some hock and soda-water, then you^ll know 
A pleasure worthy Xerxes the great king ; 

For not the blest sherbet, sublimed with snow. 
Nor the first sparkle of the desert spring. 

Nor Burgundy in all its sunset glow,^® 

After long travel, ennui, love, or slaughter. 

Vie with that draught of Imck and soda-water. 


OLXXXI. 

The coast — I think it was the coast that I 
Was just describing — Yes’ it was the coast — 

Lay at this period quiet as the sky. 

The sands untumbled, the blue waves untost. 

And all was stillness, save tlie sea-bird's cry, 

And dolphin's leap, and little billow crost 
By some low rock or shelve, that made it fret 
Against the boundary it scarcely wet. 

CLXXXII. 

And forth they wander'd, her sire being gone. 

As I have said, upon an expedition ; 

And mother, brother, guardian, she had none, 

Save Zoe, who, although with due precision 
She waited on her lady with the sun. 

Thought daily service was her only mission. 
Bringing warm water, wreathing her long tresses. 
And asking now and then for cast-ofl’ dresses. 

cLxxxiir 

It was the cooling hour, just when the rounded 
Red sun sinks down behind the azure hill. 

Which then seems as if the whole earth it bounded. 
Circling all nature, hush'd, and dim, and still 
With the far mountain-crescent half surrounded 
On one side, and tlie deep sea calm and chill 
Upon the other, and the rosy sky. 

With one star sparkling through it like an eye. 
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CLXXXIV. 

And thus they wander'd forth, and hand in hand, 

Over the shining pebbles and the sliells. 

Glided along the smooth and harden'd sand. 

And in the worn and wild receptacles 
Work'd by the storms, yet work'd as it were plann'd 
In hollow halls, with sparry roofs a'nd cells. 

They turn'd to rest ; and, each clasp'd by an arm. 

Yielded to the deep twilight's purple charm. 

CLXXXV. 

They look'd up to the sky, whose floating glow 
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright ; 

They gazed upon the glittering sea below, 

Whence the broad moon rose circling into sight ; 

They heard the wave's splash, and the wind so low, 

And saw each other's dark eyes darting light 
Into each other — and, beholding this, 

I^heir lips drew near, and clung into a kiss ; 

CLXXXVI. 

A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth, and love. 

And beauty, all concentrating like rays 
Into one focus, kindled from above ; 

Such kisses as belong to early days. 

Where heart, and soul, and sense, m concert move, 

And the blood's lava, and the pulse a blaze. 

Each kiss a heart-quake, — for a kiss’s strength, 

I think it must be reckon'd by its length. 

CLXXXVII. 

By length I mean duration ; theirs endured 

Heaven knows how long — no doubt tliey never reckon’d ; 
And if they had, they could not have secured 
The sum of their sensations to a second : 

They had not spoken ; but they felt allured, 

As if their souls and lips each other beckon'd. 

Which, being join'd, like swarming bees they clung — 

Their hearts the flowers from whence the honey sprung.*® 
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They were alone, but not alone as they 
Who shut in chambers think it loneliness ; 

The silent OQpan, and the starlight bay, 

The twilight glow, which momently grew less, 
Tlie voiceless sands, and dropping caves, that lay 
Around them, made them to each other press. 
As if there were no life beneath the sky 
Save theirs, and that tlieir life could never die. 


CLXXXIX. 

They feared no eyes nor ears on that lone beach. 

They felt no terrors froui the night ; they were 
All in all to each other ; though their speech 

Was broken words, they thought a language there,- 
And all the burning tongues the passions teach 
Found in one sigh the best interpreter 
Of nature's oracle — first love, — that all 
Which Eve has left her daughters since her fall. 

cxo. 

Haidfe spoke not of scruples, ask’d no vows. 

Nor ofTer'd any; she had never heard 
Of plight and promises to be a spouse. 

Or perils by a loving maid incurred ; 

She was all which pure ignorance allows. 

And flew to her young mate like a young bird. 
And never having dreamt of falsehood, she 
Had not one word to say of constancy. 


She loved, and was beloved — she adored. 

And she was w’orshipp'd ; after nature's fashion, 
Their intense souls, into each other pour'd. 

If souls could die, had perish'd in that passion, — 
But by degrees their senses were restored. 

Again to be o'ercome, again to dash on 
And, beating 'gainst 1m bosom, Haidee's heart 
Felt as if never more to beat apart. 
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Alas ! they were so young, so beautiful, 

So lonely, loving, helpless, and the hour 
Was that in wliich the heart is always full. 
And, having (/er itself no further power. 
Prompts deeds eternity can not annul. 

But pays ofip moments in an endless show^er 
Of hell-fire — all prepared for people giving 
Pleasure or pain to one another living. 


CXOIIT 

Alas! for Juan and llaideel they were 
So loving and so lovely — till- then never. 

Excepting our first parents, such a pair 

Had run the risk of being damned for ever ; 

And llaid<5c, being devout as well as fair, 

Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian river, 

And hell and purgatory — but forgot 
Just in the very crisis she should not. 

oxoiv. 

They look upon each other, and their eyes 

Gleam in the moonlight ; and her white arm clasps 
Hound Juanas head, and his around her lies 
Half buried in the tresses wdiich it grasps ; 

She sits upon his knee, and drinks his sighs. 

He hers, until they end in broken gas^is ; 

And thus they form a group that^s quite antique. 

Half naked, loving, natural, and Greek. 

cxcv. 

And when those deep and burning moments pass'd. 
And Juan sunk to sleep within her arms. 

She slept not, but all tenderly, though fast, 

Sustain'd his head upon her bosom's charms ; 

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast, 

And then on the pale cheek her breast now w arms. 
Pillow'd on her o'erflowing heart, which pants 
With all it granted, and with all it grants.**' 
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An infant when it gazes on a light, 

A child the moment when it drains the breast, 

A devotee when soars the Host in sight. 

An Arab with a stranger for a guest, 

A sailor when the prize has struek in fight, 

A miser filling his most hoarded chest. 

Feel rapture ; but not such true joy are reaping 
As they who watch o^er what they love wliile sleeping. 

CXOVII. 

For there it lies so tranquil, so beloved. 

All that it hath of life w'-ith us is living ; 

So gentle, stirlcss, helpless, and unmoved. 

And all unconscious of the ]oy ^tis giving ; 

All it hath felt, inflicted, passM, and proved, 

UushM into depths beyond the watcher^s diving ; 
There lies the thing we love with all its errors 
And nil its charms, like death without its terrors. 

CXCVIII. 

The lady watched lier lover — and tliat hour 
Of Lovers, and Night's, and Ocean's solitude, 
O'erflow'd her soul with their united power; 

Amidst the barren sand and rocks so rude 
She and her. wave- worn love had made their bovver. 
Where nought upon their passion could intrude, 
And all the stars that crowded the blue space 
Saw nothing happier than her glowing face. 


Alas ! the love of women 1 it is known 
To be a lovely and a fearful thing ; 

For all of theirs upon that die is thrown. 

And if 'tis lost, life hath no more to bring 
To them but mockeries of the past alone. 

And their revenge is as the tiger's spring. 
Deadly, and quick, and crushing ; yet, as real 
Torture is theirs, what they inflict they feel. 
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They are right ; for man, to man so oft unjust. 

Is always so to women ; one sole bond 
Awaits them, treachery is all their trust ; 

Taught to conceal, their bursting hearts despond 
Over their idol, till some wealthier lust 

Buys them in marriage — and what rests beyond ? 
A thankless husband, next a faithless lover, 

Then dressing, nursing, praying, and airs over. 


OCI. 

Some take a lover, some take drams or prayers, 
Some mind their household, others dissipation. 
Some run away, and but exchange their cares. 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station ; 

Tew changes e^cr can better their affairs. 

Theirs being an unnatural situation, 
l^Voin the dull palace to the dirty hovel : “ 

Some play the devil, and tlien write a novel.® 

con. 

Ilaidfe was Nature's bride, and knew not this : 

Haid& was Passion's child, born where the sun 
Showers triple liglit, and scorches even the kiss 
Of his gazelle- eyed daughters ; she was one 
Made but to love, to feel that she was his 
Who was her chosen : what was said or done 
Elsewhere was nothing. She had nought to fear, 
Hope, care, nor love beyond, — her heart beat here. 


And oh 1 that quickening of the heart, that beat ! 

How much it costs us ! yet each rising throb 
Is in its cause as its effect so sweet. 

That Wisdom, ever on the watch to rob 
Joy of its alchemy, and to repeat 

Pine truths ; even Conscience, too, has a tough job 
To make us understand each good old maxim. 

So good — I wonder Castlereagh don't tax 'era. 

C l! 
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And now ‘twas done — on the lone sliore M erc [)lighted 
Their hearts ; the stars, their nuptial torches, shed 
Beauty upon the beautiful they lighted : 

Ocean tlieir witnessj and the cave their bed. 

By their own feelings hallowed and united. 

Their priest M^as Solitude, and they were m ed : “ 
And they were happy, for to their young e}'es’ 

Each was an angel, and earth paradise. 

ccv. 

Oh, Love ! of whom great Caesar M^as tlic suitor, 

'J'itus the master, Antony the slave, 

Horace, Catullus, scholars, Ovid tutor, 

Sappho the sage blue-stocking, in whose grave 
All those may leap M'ho rather would be neuter — 
(Lcucadia^s rock stdl overlooks the wave) — 

Oh, Love ! thou art the very god of evil. 

For, after all, w^e cannot call thee devil. 

oovi. 

Thou mak^st the chaste connubial state precarious. 
And jestest with the browns of mightiest men : 

Ceesar and Pompey, Mahomet, Bclisarius, 

Have much employ^ the muse of history^s pen : 
Their lives and fortunes were extremely various. 

Such worthies Time will never see again ; 

Yet to these four in three things the same luck holds, 
They all were heroes, conquerors, and cuckolds. 

OOVII. 

Thou mak^st philosophers ; there's Epicurus 
And Aristippus, a material crew ! 

Who to immoral causes would allure us 
By theories quite practicable too ; 

If only from the devil they would insure us. 

How pleasant were the maxim (not quite new), 

" Eat, drink, and love, what can the rest avail us ? " 
So said the royal sage Sardanapalus. 
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CCVIII. 

13ut Juan ! had he quite forgotten Julia ? 

And should he have forgotten her so soon ? 

1 can't but say it seems to me most truly a 
Perplexing question ; but, no doubt, the moon 
Does these things for us, and whenever newly a 
Strong palpitation rises, 'tis her boon. 

Else how the devil is it that fresh features 
Have such a charm for us poor human creatures ? * 

OGIX. 

I hate inconstancy — I loathe, detest. 

Abhor, condemn, abjure the* mortal made 
Of such quicksilver clay that in liis breast 
No permanent foundation can be laid ; 

Love, constant love, has been my constant guest, 

And yet last night, being at a masquerade, 

I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milan, 

Which gave me some sensations like a villain. 

OCX. 

But soon Philosophy came to my aid. 

And whisper'd "^*Pliink of every sacred tie ! " 

I will, my dear Philosophy ! " I said. 

But then her teeth, and then, oh. Heaven ! her eye 
ril just enquire if she be wife or maid. 

Or neither— out of curiosity." 

“ Stop ! " cried Philosophy, with air so Grecian, 
(Though she was masqued then as a fair Venetian ;) 

*00X1. 

“ Stop ! " so I stopp'd. — But to return : that whicli 
Men call inconstancy is nothing more 
Thau admiration due where nature's rich 
Profusion wdth young beauty covers o'er 
Some favour'd object ; and as in the niche 
A lovely statue we almost adore. 

This sort of adoration of the real 

Is but a heightening of the “ beau ideal." 
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’Tis the perception of the beautiful, 

A fine extension of the faculties, 

Platonic, universal, wonderful. 

Drawn from tlic stars, and filter'd through the skies, 
Witliout which life would be extremely dull; 

In short, it is the use of our own eyes. 

With one or two small senses added, just 
'Ih hint that flesh is form'd of fiery dust. 


ocxiri. 

Yet 'tis a painful feeling, and unwilling, 

For surely if we always could perceive 
In the same object graces quite as killing 
As wlien she rose upon us like an Eve, 

'Twould save us many a heart-ache, many a shillingj 
(For we must get them anyhow, or grieve,) 
AVhereas, if one sole lady pleased for ever, 

How pleasant for the heart, as well as liver ! 


OCXIV. 

llifi Ijcart is like tlie sky, a part of heaven, 

But changes niglit and day, too, like*tlie sky; 

Kow o’er it clouds and thunder must be driven. 

And darkness and destruction as on higli ; 

But when it hath been scorch'd, and pierced, and riven. 
Its storms expire in water-drops; the eye 
Pours forth at last the heart's blood turn'd to tears. 
Which make the English climate of our years. 

coxv. 

The liver is the lazaret of bile, 

But very rarely executes its function. 

For the first passion stays there such a while. 

That all the rest creep in and form a junction, 

Like knots of vipers on a dunghill's soil, 

Bage, fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, compunction, 

So that all mischiefs spring up from this entrail. 

Like earthquakes from the hidden fire call'd ^'central." 
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OOXVI. 

In tlie mean time, without proceeding more 
In this anatomy, Tve finisliM now 
Two hundred and odd stanzas as before. 

That being about the number 1^11 allow 
Each canto of the twelve, or twenty-four ; 

And, laying down my pen, I make my bow, 
Ijcaving Don Juan and Haidee to plead 
Eor them and theirs with all who deign to read. 
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INTRODUCTION TO CANTO THE THIRD. 


While the two first cantos of “ Don Juan ” were passing through the press, Lord 
Byron appeared to exult iii the anticipation of the coming storm. *‘I am glad,” he 
wrote to his publisher, “you think the poesy good ; and sxs to thinking of the effect, 
think you of the sale, and leave me to pluck the porcupines who may })uiiit their quills 
at you.” A letter from Mr. Murray the day after publication, informed him that the 
gale was beginning to blow, and he replied with animation — “Don’t be alarmed. 
You will see me defend myself gaily — that is, if I happen to be in spiiits, and by 
spirits I don’t mean your meaning of the word, but the spirit of a bull-dog when 
pinched, or a bull when pinned ; it is then that they make best sport, and as my 
sensations under an attack are probably a happy compound of the united enci g>cs ol 
those amiable animals, you may perhaps see what Marrall calls ‘ rare sport,’ and some 
good tossing and goring in the course of the controversy. But I must be in the right 
cue first, and I doubt I am almost too far off to be in a sufficient fury for the pur- 
pose ” The only fruit of these warlike resolutions was the facetious letter to the 
solemn Roberts, which was written in August, 1819, and the animated “Rcinaiks 
upon an article in Blackwood’s Magazine,” which were penned in March, 1820, but 
not published till after his death. With all his eagerness to throw down the gauntlet 
to the public, he was invariably annoyed when they took it up. Accordingly he was 
discouraged where he expected to have been roused, and on commencing the third 
canto in October, 1819, he found his usual ardour of composition gone. He had not, 
be said, been frightened, but hurt by the outcry, and though he proceeded sufficiently 
fast to have completed two hundi-ed stanzas by the end of November, he always 
believed that they partook of the tameness of his spirits. His confidence in his poem 
had sunk so low, that when one Saunders at Venice, — a man whom he calls “ a salt- 
fish seller,” — pronounced “Don Juan” to be all “Grub Street,” he w'as too much 
depressed by the Billingsgate criticism to compose a line for several days. ‘ ‘ Look 
here,” he said, to his friend Mr. Baukes, as he pointed to the MS. which he had put 
away in a drawer, ‘ this is all Mr. Saunders’s ‘ Grub Street • ’ ” The low opinion 
which the poet had formed of the third canto, induced him to cut it in halves, and 
style the second portion canto four, from an idea that the reader would feel the journey 
less toilsome if divided into stages. In due time canto the fifth was added, and the 
three appeared together in August, 1821, Mr. Murray paying £1525 for a merely 
nominal copyright. The names of author and publisher were still suppressed, for not- 
withstanding they were known to all the world. Lord Byron fancied that to withhold 
the avowal gave him something of the advantage which Jack the Giant-Killer derived 
from liis invisible coat> and enabled him to fight with better effect against his many- 
headed foe. 
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IIaiLi, Muse! et ctjeiej'a , — AVc left Juan sleeping. 
Pillow'd upon a fair and iiap2>y breast. 

And watch’d by eyes tliat never yet knew wciefiing. 
And loved by a young heart, too deeply blest 
To feel the poison through her spirit creepijig. 

Or know who rested there, a foe to rest. 

Had soil'd the current of her sinless years. 

And turn'd her pure heart's purest blood to tears ! 


II. 

Oh, Liove ! what is it in this world of ours 
Which makes it fatal to be loved ? Ah why 
^With cypress branches hast thou wreathed thy bowers. 
And made thy best interpreter a sigh ? 

As those who dote on odours pluck the flowers. 

And place them on their breast — but place to die^ 
Thus the frail beings we would fondly cherish 
Are laid within our bosoms but to perish.* 

III. 

In her first passion woman loves her lover. 

In all the others all she loves is love. 

Which grows a habit she can ne'er get over, . 

And fits her loosely — like an easy glove. 

As yqu may find, wliene'er you like to prove lier : 

One man alone at first her heart can move \ 

She then prefers him in the plural number. 

Not finding that the additions much encumber. 
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I know not if the fault be men^s or theirs ; 

But one thing's pretty sure ; a woman planted 
(Unless at once she plunge for life in prayers) — 
After a decent time must be gallanted ; 
Although, no doubt, her first of love affairs 
Is that to which her heart is wholly granted ; 
Yet there are some, they say, who have had no^ie. 
But those who have ne'er end with only one* 


V. 

'Tis melancholy, and a fearful sign 
Of human frailty, folly, also crime, 

Tliat love and marriage rarely can combine, 
Although they both are born in the same clime 
Marriage from love, like vinegar from wine — 

A sad, sour, sober beverage— by time 
Is sharpen'd from its high celestial flavour, 

Down to a very homely household savour. 


There's something of antipatliy, as 'twere. 

Between their present and their future state ; 

A kind of flattery tliat's hardly fair 

Is used until the truth arrives too late — 

Yet what can people do, except despair? 

The same things change their names at such a rate , 
Tor instance — passion in a lover's glorious. 

But in a husband is pronounced uxorious. 

VII. 

Men grow ashamed of being so very fond ; 

They sometimes also get a little tired 
(But that, of course, is rare), and then despond : 

The same things cannot always be admired, 

Yet 'tis " so nominated in the bond," 

That both are tied till one shall have expired. 

Sad thought 1 to lose the spouse that was adorning 
Our days, and put one's servants into mourning. 
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There’s doubtless something in domestic doings 
Which forms, in fact, true love's antithesis ; 

Romances paint at full length people's wooings. 

But only give a bust of marriages ; 

For no one cares for matrimonial cooings. 

There's nothing wrong in a connubial kiss : 

Think you, if Laura had been Petrarch's wife, 

He would have written sonnets all his life? * 

IX. 

All tragedies are finish'd by a deatli, 

All comedies are ended by a marriage ; 

The future states of both are left to faith. 

For authors fear description might disparage 
The worlds to come of both, or fall beneath. 

And then both worlds would punish their miscarriage 
So leaving each their priest and prayer-book ready, 

They say no more of Death or of the Lady/ 

X. 

The only two tliat in my recollection 

Have sung of heaven and hell, or marriage, are 
Dante ® and Milton,® and of both the affection 
Was hapless in their nuptials, for some bar 
Of fault or temper ruin'd the connection 

(Such things, in fact, it don't ask much to mar ) ; 

But Dante's Beatrice and Milton's Eve 

Were not drawn from their spouses, you conceive. 


XI. 

Some persons say that Dante meant theology 
By Beatrice, and not a mistress — I, 

Although my opinion may require apology. 

Deem this a commentator's phantasy, 

Unless indeed it was from his own knowledge he 
Decided thus, and show'd good reason why ; 

I think that Dante's more abstruse ecstatics 
Meant to personify the mathematics.^ 
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XII. 

Ilaidee and Juan were not married, but 
The fault was theirs, not mine : it is not fair. 

Chaste reader, then, in any way to put 

The blame on me, unless you wish they were ; 

Then if you'd have them wedded, please to shut 
The book wliich treats of this erroneous pair. 

Before the consequences grow too awful ; 

'Tis dangerous to read of loves unlawful. 

Xlll. 

Yet they were happy, — happy in the illicit 
Indulgence of their innocejit desires ; 

But more imprudent grown with every visit, 
Haidee forgot the island was her sire's : 

When we have what we like, 'tis hard to miss it. 
At least in the beginning, ere one tires ; 

Thus she came often, not a moment losing, 

Whilst her piratical papa was cruising. 


XIV. 

Let not liis mode of raising cash seem strange. 
Although he fleeced the flags of every nutiuii, 
Eor into a prime minister but change 
His title, and 'tis nothing but taxation ; 

But he, more modest, took an humbler range 
Of life, and in an honester vocation 
Pursued o'er the high seas his watery journey,* 
And merely practised as a sea-attorney. 


XV. 

The good old gentleman had been detain'd 

By winds and waves, and some important captures ; 
And, in the hope of more, at sea remain'd. 

Although a squall or two had damp'd his raptures, 
By swamping one of the prizes ; he had chain'd 
His prisoners, dividing them like chapters 
In number' d lots ; they all had cufis and collars. 

And averaged each from ten to a hundred dollars. 
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Some he disposed of off Cape Matapan, 

Among his friends, the Mainots ; some he sold 
To his Tunis correspondents, save one man 
TossM overboard unsaleable (being old) ; 

The rest — save here and there some richer one. 
Reserved for future ransom in the hold. 

Were linkM alike, as for the common people he 
Had a large order from the Dcy of Tripoli. 

XVII. 

The merchandise was served in the same way. 

Pieced out for different marts in the Levjnit, 
Except some certain portions of the prey. 

Light classic articles of female want, 

French stuffs, lace, tweezers, toothpicks, teapol, tray. 
Guitars and castanets from Alicant, 

All which selected from the spoil he gathers, 

EobVd for his daughter by the best of fathers. 

XVIII. 

A monkey, a Dutch mastiff^ a macka^v, 

Tw^o parrots, with a Persian cat and kittens. 

He chose from several animals he saw — 

A terrier, too, which once had been a Briton’s, 
Who dying on the coast of Ithaca, 

The peasants gave the poor dumb thing a pittance. 
These to secure in this strong blowing weather, 

He caged in one huge hamper altogether. 


Then having settled his marine affairs. 

Despatching single cruisers here and there. 

His vessel having need of some repairs, 

He shaped his course to where his daughter fair 
Continued still her hospitable cares ; 

But that part of the coast being shoal and bare, 
And rough with reefs which ran out many a mile. 
His port lay on the other side o' the isle. 
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And there he went ashore without delay, 

Having no custom-house nor quarantine 
To ask him awkward questions on the way, 
About the time and place where he had been : 
He left his ship to be hove down next day, 

With orders to the people to careen ; 

So that all hands were busy beyond measure. 

In getting out goods, ballast, guns, and treasure. 


XXI. 

Arriving at the summit of a hill 

Which o'erlook^d the white walls of liis home, 

He stoppM. — What singular emotions fill 

Their bosoms who have been induced to roam ! 
With fluttering doubts if all be well or ill — 

With love for many, and with fears for some ; 

All feelings which overleap the years long lost. 

And bring our hearts back to their starting-post. 

XXII. 

The approach of home to liusbands and to sires, 
After long travelling by land or water, 

Most naturally some small doubt inspires — 

A female family’s a serious matter ; 

(None trusts the sex more, or so much admires — 
But they hate flattery, so I never flatter ;) 

Wives in their husbands’ absences grow subtler. 

And daughters sometimes run off with the butler. 

XXIII. 

An honest gentleman at his return 
May not have the good fortune of Ulysses ; 

Not all lone matrons for their husbands mourn, 

Or show the same dislike to suitors’ kisses; 

The odds are that he finds a handsome urn 
To his m^ory — and two or three young misses 
Bom tp sonre friend, who holds his wife and riches ;■ 
And that hii Argus bites him by — the breeches. 
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If single, probably his plighted fair 

Has in his absence wedded some rich miser; 

But all the better, for the happy pair 

May quairel, and the lady growing wiser, 

He may resume his amatory care 
As cavalier servente, or despise her; 

And that his sorrow may not be a dumb one. 

Write odes on the Tncoiistancy of Woman. 

XXV. 

And oh ! ye gentlemen who liave already 
Some chaste liaison of the tind — I nieaii 
An honest friendsliip witli a married lady — 

'i'he only thing of this sort ever seen 
To last — of all connexions tlie most steady. 

And the true Hymen, (the lirst^s but a screen) — 

Yet for all that keep not too long away ; 

Tve known the absent wrongM four times a day.* 

XXVI. 

Lambro, our sea-solicitor, who had 

Much less experience of dry land than ocean. 

On seeing his own chimney-smoke, felt glad ; 

But not knowing metaphysics, had no notion 
Of the true reason of his not being sad. 

Or that of any other strong emotion; 

He loved his child, and would have wept the loss of her. 
But knew the cause no more thmi a pliilosoplier. 

XXVII. 

He saw his white walls shining in the sun, 

His garden trees all shadowy and green ; 

He heard his rivulet's light bubbling run. 

The distant dog-bark ; and perceived between 
The umbrage of the wood so cool and dun. 

The moving figures, and the sparkling sheen 
Of arms (in the East all arm) — and various dyes 
Of colour'd garbs, as bright as butterflies. 

VOL. V. I* ® 
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And aj the spot where they appear he nears. 

Surprised at these unwonted signs of idling, 

He hears — alas ! no music of the spheres, 

But an unhallow’d, earthly sound of fiddling ! 

A melody whicli made him doubt his ears. 

The cause being past his guessing or unriddling; 

A pipe, too, and a drum, and shortly after, 

A most unoriental roar of laughter. 

XXIX. 

And still more nearly to the place advancing. 

Descending rather quickly tlie declivity. 

Through the waved branches, o’er the greensward glancing 
’Midst other indications of festivity, 

Seeing a troop of Ins domestics dancing 
Like dervises, who turn as on a ])ivot, he 
Perceived it was the Pyrrhic dance*" so martial. 

To which the Levantines arc very partial. 

XXX. 

And further on a group of Grecian girls," 

The first and tallest her white kerchief w'aviug, 

"Were strung together like a row^ of pearls. 

Link’d hand in hand, and dancing : each too ]i;iving 
Dowm her wliite neck long floating aubuni curls — 

(The least of w hich w^ould set ten poets raving) 

Their leader sang — and bounded to her song. 

With choral step and voice, the virgin throng. 


XXXI. 

And here, assembled eross-legg’d round their trays. 
Small social parties just begun to dine ; 

Pilaus and meats of all sorts met the gaze. 

And flasks of Samian and of Chian wine. 

And sherbet cooling in the porous vase ; 

Above them their dessert grew on its vine. 

The orange and pomegranate nodding o’er 

Dropp’d in their laps, scarce pluck’d, their mellow^ store. 
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A band -of children, round a snow-white ram, 

There wreathe his venerable horns with flowers ; 

While peaceful as if still an un wean'd lamb, 

^'he patriarch of the flock all gently cowers 
His sober bead, majestically tame. 

Or eats from out the jialni, or ])layful lowers 
His brow, as if in act to butt, and then 
Yielding to tlieir small hands, draws back again. 

XXXIJI. 

Tlieir classical profiles, and glittering dresses. 

Their large black eyes, and soft seraphic cheeks, 
Crimson as cleft pomegranates, their long tressc's, 

The gesture which enchants, the eye that s})eaks. 

The innocence which happy childhood blesses. 

Made quite a jneture of these little Greeks ; 

So that the philosophical beiiolder 

Sigh'd for their sakes — that they should e'er grow ohler, 

XXXI r 

Afar, a dwarf biifl’oon stood tclhng tales 
To a sedate grey circle of old smokers. 

Of secret treasures found in hidden vales, 

Of wonderful replies from Arab jokers, 

Of charms to make good gold and cui’e bad ails. 

Of rocks bewitch'd that open to the knockers. 

Of magic ladies who, by one sole act. 

Transform'd their lords to beasts (but that's a fact). 


XXXV. 

Here was no lack of innocent diversion 
Yor the imagination or the senses. 

Song, dance, wine, music, stories from the Persian, 
All pretty pastimes in which no offence is ; 

But Lambro saw all these things with aversion, 
Perceiving in his absence such expenses, 
Dreading that climax of all human ills. 

The inflammation of his weekly bills. 


i> i> 2 
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XXXVI. 

All ! what is man ? what perils still environ 
The happiest mortals even after dinner — 

A day of gold from out an age of iron 
Is all that life allows the luckiest sinner ; 
Pleasure (whenever she sings, at least)^s a siren, 
I'hat lures, to flay alive, the young beginner ; 
Lambro^s reception at his people's banquet 
Was such as fire accords to a wet blanket. 

XXXVII. 

He — being a man wdio seldom used a word 
Too much, and wishing gladly to surprise 
(In general he surprised men with the sword) 

His daughter — had not sent before to advise 
Of his arrival, so tliat no one stirr'd ; 

And long he stood to re-assure his eyes, 

In fact much more astonish'd than delighted. 

To find so much good company invited. 

XXX vni. 

He did not know (alas ! how men will lie) 

That a report (especially the Greeks) 

Avouch'd his death (such peojde never die). 

And put his house in mourning several weeks, — 
But now their eyes and also lips were dry; 

The bloom, too, had return'd to Haidec's cheeks. 
Her tears, too, being return'd into their fount. 

She now kept house upon her own account. 


XXXIX. 

Hence all this rice, meat, dancing, wine, and fiddling. 
Which turn'd the isle into a place of pleasure ; 

The servants all were getting drunk or idling, 

A life which made them happy beyond measure. 
Her father's hospitality seem'd middling, 

Compared with what Haidfe did with his treasure ; 
'Twas wonderful how things went on improving. 
While she had not one hour to spare from loving.^ 
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XL. 

Peiliaps you. think, in stumbling on tins feast. 

He flew into a passion, and in fact 
There was no mighty reason to be pleased ; 

Perhaps yon prophesy some sudden act. 

The whip, the rack, or dungeon at the least. 

To teach liis people to be more exact. 

And that, proceeding at a very high rate, 
lie showed tlie voyal pen c/ianfs of a pirate. 

XLI. 

YoliTe wrong. — He was the mildest mannered man 
That ever scuttled ship of out a throat, 

AVith such true breeding of a gentleman. 

You never could divine his real thought; 

No courtier could, and scarcely woman can 
Gird more deceit within a petticoat ; 

Pity he loved adventurous lifers variety. 

He was so great a loss to good society.^^ 

XLII. 

Advancing to the nearest dinner tray. 

Tapping the shoulder of the nighest guest. 

With a peculiar smile, which, by the way, 

Boded no good, whatever it express'd. 

He ask'd the meaning of this holiday ; 

The vinous Greek to whom he had address'd 
Ilis question, much too merry to divine 
The questioner, flll'd up a glass of wine. 


XLiir. 

And without turning his facetious head. 

Over his shoulder, with a Bacchant air. 

Presented the o'erflowing cup, and said, 

" Talking's dry work, I have no time to spare." 

A second hiccupp'd, " Our old master's dead. 

You'd better ask our mistress who's his heir." 

" Our mistress !" quoth a third : "Our mistress ! — pooh- 
You mean our master — not the old, but new." 
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XLIV. 

These rascals, being new comers, knew not whom 
They thus address'd — and Lambro's visage fell — 
And o'er his eye a momentary gloom 

Pass'd, but he strove quite courteously to quell 
The expression, and endeavouring to resume 
His smile, requested one of them to tell 
The name and quality of his new patron. 

Who seem'd to have turn'd Haidde into a matron. 


XLV 

I know not," quoth the fellow, who or what 
He is, nor whence he came^ — and little care ; 

But this I know, that this roast capon's fat. 

And that good wine ne'er wash'd down better fare ; 
And if you are not satisfied with that. 

Direct your questions to my neighbour there ; 

He'll answer all for better or for worse, 

Por none likes more to hear himself converse." 


XLVI. 

I said that Lambro was a man of patience, 

And certainly he show'd the best of breeding, 
Which scarce even Prance, the paragon of nations, 
E'er saw her most polite of sons exceeding ; 

He bore these sneers against his near relations. 

His own anxiety, his heart, too, bleeding. 

The insults, too, of every servile glutton. 

Who all the time was eating up his mutton. 

XLVII. 

Now in a person used to much command — 

To bid men come, and go, and come again — 

To see his orders done, too, out of hand — 

Whether the word was death, or but the chain — 
It may seem strange to find his maimers bland ; 

Yet such things are, which I cannot explain, 
Thougli doubtless he who can command himself 
Is good to govern — almost as a Guelf. 
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Not that he was not sometimes rasli or so, 

But never in his real and serious mood ; 
'riien calm, concentrated, and still, and slow. 
He lay coiFd like the boa in tlie wood ; 

With him it never was a word and blow. 

His angry w^ord once o'er, he shed no blood, 
But in his silence there was much to rue. 

And his one blow left little work for two. 

XLTX. 

He ask'd no further questions, and proceeded 
On to the house, but by a private way. 

So that the few W'ho met him liardly heeded, 

So little they expected him that day ; 

If love paternal in his bosom pleaded 

Bor Haidee/s sake, is more than I can s.iy. 
But certainly to one deem'd dead returning. 
This revel seem'd a curious mode of mouruiiig. 


If all the dead could now return to life, 

(Which God forbid I) or some, or a great many, 
Bor instance, if a husband or liis wife 
(Nuptial examples are as good as any). 

No doubt whate'er might be their former strife. 

The present weather would be much more rainy — 
Tears shed into the grave of the connection 
Would share most probably its resurrection. 


LI. 

He enter'd in the house no more his home, 

A thing to human feelings the most trying. 

And harder for the heart to overcome. 

Perhaps, than even the mental pangs of dying ; 
To find our hearthstone turn'd into a tomb, 

And round its once warm precincts palely lying 
The ashes of our hopes, is a deep grief, 

Beyond a single gentleman’s belief. 
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He enter’d in tlie house — his home no more, 

For without hearts there is no home ; — and felt 
The solitude of passing his own door 

Without a welcome : there he long had dwelt. 
There his few peaceful days Time liad swept o’er. 
There his warm bosom and keen eye would melt 
Over the innocence of that sweet child. 

His only shrine of feelings undefiled. 


LlII. 

He was a man of a strange temperament. 

Of mild demeanour though of savage mood. 
Moderate in all his habits, and content 
With temperance in pleasure, as in food. 

Quick to perceive, and strong to bear, and meant 
For something better, if not wholly good ; 

His country’s wrongs and his despair to save her 
Had stung him from a slave to an (m slaver. 

LIV. 

The love of power, and rapid gain of gold, 

The hardness by long habitude produced. 

The dangerous life in which he had grown old. 

The mercy he had granted oft abused. 

The sights he was accustomed to behold, 

The wild seas, and wild men with whom he cruis 
Had cost his enemies a long repentance. 

And made him a good friend, but bad acquaintance 


LV. 

But something of the spirit of old Greece 
Flash’d o’er his soul a few heroic rays, 

Such as lit onward to the Golden Fleece 
His predecessors in the Colchian days ; 

’Tis true he had no ardent love for peace — 
Alas ! his country show’d no path to praise : 
Hate to the world and war with every nation 
He waged, in vengeance of her degradation. 
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Still o^er his mind the influence of the clime 
Shed its Ionian elegance, which sliowM 
Its power unconsciously full many a time, — 

A taste seen in the choice of his abode, 

A love of music and of scenes sublime, 

A pleasure in the gentle stream that flowed 
Past him in crystal, and a joy in flowers. 

Bedew'd his spirit in his calmer liours. 

LVII 

But whatsoe'er he had of love reposed 
On tliat beloved daughter;- she had been 
The only thing wdiich kept his heart unclosed 
Amidst the savage deeds he had done and seen, 

A lonely pure affection unopposed : 

There wanted but, the loss of this to wean 
His feelings from all milk of human kindness. 

And turn him like the Cyclops mad with blindiuss. 

LVllI. 

The cubless tigress in her jungle raging 
Is dreadful to the sheplierd and the Hock; 

The ocean when its yeasty war is waging 
Is awful to the vessel near tlie rock; 

But violent things will sooner bear assuaging. 

Their fury being spent by its own shock, 

Tlian the stern, single, deep, and ivorldloss ire 
Of a strong human heart, and in a sire. 


It is a hard although a common case 

To find our children running restive — they 
In whom our brightest days we would retrace. 
Our little selves re-formed in finer clay, 

Just as old age is creeping on apace. 

And clouds come o'er the sunset of our day, 
They kindly leave us, though not quite alone. 
But ill good company — the gout or stone. 
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LX. 

Yet a fine family is a fine thing 

(Provided they don^t come in after dinner ) ; “ 

'Tis beautiful to see a matron bring 

Her children up (if nursing them donH thin her) ; 
Like cherubs round an altar-piece they cling 
To the fire-side (a siglit to toucli a sinner). 

A lady with her daughters or her nieces 
Shine like a guinea and seven-shilling pieces. 


LXI. 

Old Lambro passM unseen a private gate, 

And stood within his hall at eventide; 

Meantime the lady and her lover sate 

At wassail in their beauty and their pride : 

An ivory inlaid table spread with state 

Before them, and fair slaves on every side ; 

Gems, gold, and silver, forniM the service mostly 
Mother of pearl and coral the less costl} 

LXII. 

The dinner made about a hundred dishes ; 

l.amb and pistachio nuts — in short, all meats, 

And saflron soups, and sweetbreads ; and the fishes 
Were of the finest that c^er flounced in nets, 

Brest to a Sybarite's most pamper'd wishes ; 

The beverage was various sherbets 
Of raisin, orange, and pomegranate juice. 

Squeezed through the rind, which makes it best for use.” 

LXIJI. 

These w^ere ranged round, each in its crystal ew'er. 

And fruits, and date-bread loaves closed the repast. 
And Mocha's berry, from Arabia pure. 

In small fine China cups, came in at last; 

Gold cups of filigree made to secure 

The hand from burning underneath them placed, 
Cloves; cinnamon, and saffron too were boil'd 
Up with the coffee, which (I think) they spoil'd.* 
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LXIV. 

The hangings of tlie room were tapestry, made 
Of velvet panels, each of different line. 

And thick with damask flowers of silk inlaid ; 

And round them ran a yellow border too; 

The upper border, richly wrought, display'd. 
Embroider'd delicately o'er with blue. 

Soft Persian sentences, in lilac letters, 

Erom poets, or the moralists their betters.® 

lAV 

These Oriental writings on the wall. 

Quite common in those countries, are a kind 
Of monitors adapted to recall. 

Like skulls a,t Memphian banquets, to the mind 
The wmrds winch shook Belshazzar in his hall. 

And took his kingdom from him : You will find. 
Though sages may pour out their wisdom's treasure, 
There is no sterner moralist than Pleasure. 

LXVI. 

A beauty at the season's close grown hectic, 

A genius who has drunk himself to death, 

A rake turn'd methodistic, or Eclectic’^ — 

(For that's the name they like to pray beneath) 
Put most, an alderman struck apoplectic. 

Are things that really take away the breath, — 
And show that late hours, wine, and love are able 
To do not much less damage than the table. 

LXVII. 

Haidfe and Juan carpeted their feet 

On crimson satin, border'd with pale blue ; 

Their sofa occupied three parts complete 
Of the apartment — and appear'd quite new ; 

The velvet cushions (for a throne more meet) — 
Were scarlet, from whose glowing centre grew 
A sun emboss'd in gold," whose rays of tissue, 
Meridiaii-like, were seen all light to issue.''*' 



DON JUAN. 


‘canto III. 


iI2 


LXVIII. 

Crystal and marble, plate and porcelain. 

Had done their work of splendour; Indian mats 
And Persian carpets, which the heart bled to stain. 

Over the floors were spread ; gazelles and cats. 

And dwarfs and blacks, and such like things, tliat gain 
Their bread as ministers and fiwourites — (that^s 
To say, by degradation) — mingled there > 

As plentiful as in a court or fair. 


LXIX. 

There w^as no want of lofty mirrors, and 
The tables, most of ebony inlaid 
With mother of pearl or ivory, stood at hand, 

Or were of tortoise-shell or rare woods made, 
Pretted with gold or silver ; — by command. 

The greater part of these w’ere ready spread 
With viands and sherbets in ice — and wine — 

Kept for all coiners at all hours to dine. 

LXX. 

Of all the dresses I select Ilai dee's : 

She w^ore two jelicks — one w^as of pale yellow; 

Of azure, pink, and wiiite was her cliemisc — ^ 

'Keath which her breast heaved like a little billow ; 
With buttons form'd of pearls as large as peas. 

All gold and crimson shone her jelick's fellow^. 

And the striped white gauze baracan that bound her, 
Like fleecy clouds about the moon, flow'd round her. 

LXXI. 

One large gold bracelet clasp'd each lovely arm. 
Lockless — so pliable from the pure gold 
That the hand stretch'd and shut it without harm, 

The limb which it adorn'd its only mould ; 

So beautiful — its very shape would charm. 

And clinging as if loath to lose its hold. 

The purest ore enclosed tlie whitest skin 
That ere by precious metal was held in.” 
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LXXJt. 

Around, as princess of her fiitlier’s land, 

A like gold bar above her instep roll'd 
Announced her rank ; twelve rings were on her liand ; 

Her hair was starr'd with gems ; her veil's fine fold 
Below her breast was fasten'd with a band 

Of lavish pearls, whose worth could scarce be told ; 
Her orange silk full Turkish trousers furl'd 
About the prettiest ankle in the world. 

LXXllI. 

Her hair's long auburn waves down to her heel 
Flow'd like an Alpine torrent which the sun 
Dyes with his morning light, — and would conceal 
Her person if allow'd at large to run. 

And still they seem'd resentfully to feel 
The silken fillet's curb, and souglit to shun 
Their bonds wdiene'er some Zephyr cauglit began 
To offer his young pinion as her fan. 


LXXIV. 

Bound her she made an atmosphere of life, 

The very air seem'd lighter from her eyes. 

They were so soft and beautiful, and rife 
With all w^e can imagine of the skies. 

And pure as Psyche ere she grew a wife — 

Too pure even for the purest human ties ; 

Her overpowering presence made you feel 
It would not be idolatry to kneel.®’* 

LXXV. 

Her eyelashes, though dark as night, w^ere tinged 
(It is the country's custom “), but in vain ; 

For those large black eyes were so blackly fringed, 
. The glossy rebels mock'd the jetty stain. 

And in their native beauty stood avenged : 

Her nalils were touch'd with henna ; but again 
The power of art was turn'd to nothing, for 
They could not look more rosy than before. 
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Lxxyi. 

The henna should be dcc])ly dyed to mal<e 
The skin relieved appear more fairly fair ; 

She had no need of this, day ne'er will break 

On mountain tops more heavenly white than her : 
The eye might doubt if it w ere well awake, 

She was so like a vision ; I might err. 

But Shakspeare also says, 'tis very silly 
To gild refined gold, or paint the lily/^ 

Lxxvir. 

Juan had on a shawl ot black and gold. 

But a white baracan, and so transparent 
The sparkling gems beneath you might behold, 

Like small stars through the milky way apparent; 
His turban furl'd in many a graceful fold, 

An emerald aigrette with llaidee's hair in't 
Surmounted, as its clasp, a growing crescent, 

■Whose rays shone ever trembling, but incessant. 


I.XXVIII. 

And now they were diverted by their suite. 

Dwarfs, dancing-girls, black eunuchs, and a poet, 
Which made their new establishment complete ; 

The la'^t w^as of great fame, and liked to show' it 
His verses rarely w'anted their due feet — 

And for his theme — he seldom sung below it. 

He being paid to satirise or flatter. 

As the psalm says, " inditing a good matter." 

LXXIX. 

He praised the present, and abused the past. 

Reversing the good custom of old days. 

An Eastern anti-jacobin at last 
He turn'd, preferring pudding to no praise — 

For some few years his lot had been o'ercast 
By his seeming independent in his lays. 

But now he sung the Sultan and the Pacha 

With truth like Southey, and wuth verse dike Crashaw.** 
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I YXX. 

He was a man who had seen many clianges, 

And always changed as true as any needle ; 
llis polar star being one which rather ranges. 

And not the fixM — he knew the way to wheedle : 

So vile he ^scaped the doom which oft avenges ; 

And being fluent (save indeed when feeM ill), 

He lied with such a fervour of intention — 

There was no doubt he earned his laureate pension. 

Lxxxr. 

But he had genius, — when a turncoat lias it, 

The Yates irritabilis lakes care 
That without notice few full moons shall pass it; 

Even good men like to make the public stare : — 

But io my subject — let me see — what w’as it ? — 

Oh ! — the third canto — and the pretty pair — 

Tlieir loves, and feasts, and house, and dress, and mode 
Of living in their insular abode. 


LXXXIl. 

Their poet, a sad trimmer, but no less 
In company a very pleasant fellow, 

Had been the favourite of full many a mess 

Of men, and made them speeches when half mellow ; 
And though his meaning tliey could rarely guess, 

Yet still they deigned to hiccup or to bellow 
The glorious meed of popular applause, 

Of which tlie first ne’er knows the second cause. 


LXXXIII. 

But now^ being lifted into high society. 

And having pick’d up several odds and ends 
Of free thoughts in his travels, for variety, 

He deem’d, being in a lone isle, among friends. 
That without any danger of a riot, he 

Might for long lying make himself amends ; 
And singing as he sung in his warm youth, 

Agree to a short armistice with truth. 
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He had traveird hnongsi the Arabs, Turks, and Franks, 
And knew the self-loves of the different nations ; 

And having lived with people of all ranks. 

Had something ready upon most occasions— 

W Inch got him a few presents and some thanks. 

He varied with some skill his adulations ; 

To do at Eorae as Romans do,” a piece 
Of conduct v/as which he observed in Greece. 


LXXXV. 

Tims, usually, when lie was asked to sing. 

He gave the different nations something national ; 
^IVas all the same to him — God save the king,” 

Or " Qa ira” according to the fashion all ; 

His muse made increment of any thing, 

From the high lyric down to the low rational : 

If Pindar sang horse-races, what should hinder 
Himself from being as pliable as Pindar ? 

LXXXVI. 

In France for instance, lie would write a chanson ; 

In England a six canto quarto tale ; 

In Spain he’d make a ballad or romance on 
The last war — much the same in Portugal ; 

In Germany, the Pegasus he’d prance on 

Would be old Goethe’s — (see what says de Stael) ; 
In Italy he’d ape the " Trecentisti ; ” ” 

In Greece, he’d sing some sort of hymn like this t’ ye : 


1 . 

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece ! 

Where burning Sappho loved and sung. 
Where grew the arts of war and peace, 
Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung ! 
Eternal summer gilds them yet. 

But all, except their sun, is set. 
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The Scian” and the Tcian muse,*^ 

The hero's harp, the lover's lute, 

Have found the fame your shores refuse; 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds which echo further west 
Than your sires' "Islands of the Blest."* 

3 

The mountains look on Marathon — ” 

And Maratlion looks on tlie sea ; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream'd that Greece, miglit still be fn 
T'or standing on the Persians' grave, 

1 could not deem myself a slave. 


A king sate on the rocky brow 

Wliiidi looks o'er sea-born Salaniis; 
And ships, by tliousands, lay below. 
And men m nations ; — all were his ! 
He counted tliem at break of day — 
And when the sun set where were tliey ? 


5 . 

And where are they ? and where art thou 
My country ? On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now — 

'Ihe heroic bosom beats no more ! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine. 
Degenerate into hands like mine ? 


^Tis something, in the dearth of fame. 
Though link'd among a fetter'd race, 
To feel at least a patriot's shame. 

Even as I sing, suffuse my face ; 

For what is left the poet here ? 

For Greeks a blush — for Greece a tear. 


?01. V. 
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Must m but weep o^er days more blest ? 

Must we but blush ? — Our fathers bled. 
Earth I render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 

Of the three hundred grant but three. 

To make a new Thermopylae ! 


8 . 

What, silent still ? and silent all ? 

Ah ! no ; — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent^s fall. 
And answer, '^Let one living head. 
But one arise, — we come, we come ! " 
^Tis but the living w'ho are dumb. 


9 . 

In vain — in vain : strike other chords ; 

Fill high the cijp with Samian wine ! 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes. 
And slied the blood of Scions vine ! 
Hark I rising to tlie ignoble call — 
How answers each bold Bacchanal ? 


10 . 

You have the Pyrrliic dance as yet ; 

Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone ? 
Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler and the manlier one ? 
You have the letters Cadmus gave — 
Think ye he meant them for a slave ? 


11 . 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

We will not think of themes like these \ 
It made Anacreon^s song divine : 

He served — but served Polycrates — 

A tyrant ; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 
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12 

The tyrant of the Chersonese 

Was freedom's best and bravest friend ; 
That tyrant was Miltiades I 

Oh ! that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind ! 

Such chains as his were sure to bind. 


13. 

Fill high tlie bowl witli Samian wine ! 

Oh Suli's rock, and Parga^s shore, 
Exists the remnant of a line 

Such as the Doric mothers bore ; 

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown, 
The Heracleidaii blood might own.^* 

14 

Trust not for freedom to tlie Franks — 
They have a king who buys and sells : 
In native swords, and native ranks. 

The only hope of courage dwells : 

But Turkish force, and Latin fraud. 
Would break your shield, however broad. 


IB. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade — 
I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But gazing on each glowing maid. 

My own the burning tear-drop laves. 

To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 

16 

Place me on Sunium's marbled steep. 
Where nothing, save the waves and 1, 
May hear our mutual murmurs sweep ; 

There, swan-like, let me sing and die : " 
A land of slaves shall ne^er be mine — 
Dash down yon cup of Samian wine ! * 


B B 2 
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LXXXVII. 

Thus sung, or would, or could, or should liavc sung. 
The modern Greek, in tolerable verse ; 

If not like Orpheus quite, when Greece was young, 

"Yet in tliese times he might have done much worse ; 
His strain display'd some feeling — right or wToiig; 

And feeling, in a poet, is the source 
Of others' feeling ; but they are such liars. 

And take all colours — like the hands of dyers. 

LXXXVIII. 

But words are things, and a small drop of ink, 

Falling like dew, upon a .thought, produces 
That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think ; 

'Tis strange, the shortest letter which man uses 
Instead of speech, may form a lasting link 
Of ages ; to what straits old Time reduces 
Frail man, when paper — even a rag like this. 

Survives himself, his tomb, and all that's his. 


LXXXIX. 

And when his bones are dust, his grave a blank. 
His station, generation, even his nation. 

Become a thing, or nothing, save to rank 
In chronological commemoration. 

Some dull MS. oblivion long has sauk, 

Or graven stone found in a barrack's station 
In digging the foundation of a closet. 

May turn his name up, as a rare deposit. 

zo. 

And glory long has made the sages smile ; 

^Tis something, nothing, words, illusion, wind — 
Depending more upon the historian's style 
Than on the name a person leaves behind ; 

Troy owes to Homer what whist owes to Hoyle : 

The present century was growing blind 
To the great Marlborough's skill in giving knocks, 
Until his late Life by Archdeacon Coxe. 
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Milton^s the prince of poets — so we say ; 

A little heavy, but no less divine : 

An independent being in his day — 

Learn’ d, pious, temperate in love and wine ; 

But his life falling into Jolinson''s way, 

We"re told this great high priest of all the Nine 
Was whipt at college — a harsh sire — odd spou'se, 

Bor the first Mrs. Milton left lus hoiise.''^ 

XCII. 

All these are, cedes, entertaining facts. 

Like Shakspeare/s stealing deer. Lord Bacon’s bribes; 
Like Titus^ youth, and Caesar’s earliest acts ; 

Like Burns (whom Doctor Currie ell describes) ; 
Like Cromwell’s pranks ; — but although truth exacts 
These amiable descriptions from the scribes. 

As most essential to their hero’s story. 

They do not mucli contribute to his glory. 


XGIII. 

All are not moralists, like Soutliey, when 
He prated to the world of Pantisocrasy ; ” 

Or Wordsworth unexcised, unhired, who then 
Season’d his pedlar poems with democracy ; " 

Or Coleridge,'® long before his flighty pen 
Let to the Morning Post its aristocracy ; 

When he and Southey, following the same path, 
Espoused tw'o partners (milJiiiers of Bath). 

XCIV 

Such names at present cut a convict figure. 

The very Botany Bay in moral geograpliy ; 

Tlieir loyal treason, renegado rigour. 

Are good manure lor their more bare biography, 
Wordsworth’s last quarto, by the way, is bigger 
Than any since the birthday of typography ; 

A drow zy frowzy poem, callM the '' Excursion,’^ 
Writ in a manner which is my aversion. 
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He there biilds up a formidable dyke 
Between his own and others^ intellect ; 

But Words worth^s poem^ and liis followers, like 
Joanna Southcote^s Shiloh," and her sect. 

Are things which in this century don't strike 
The public mind, — so few are the elect; 

And the new birtlis of both their stale virginities 
Have proved but dropsies, taken for divinities. 


XOM. 

But let me to my story : I must own. 

If I have any fault, it is digression, 

Leaving my people to proceed alone. 

While I soliloquize beyond expression ; 

But these are my addresses from the throne. 

Which put off business to the ensuing session : 
Forgetting each omission is a loss to 
The world, not quite so great as Ariosto. 

xcvir. 

I know that what our neighbours call longueurs, 

(We've not so good a word, but have the thing. 

In that complete perfection which ensures 
An epic from Bob Southey every Spring — ) 

Form not the true temptation which allures 
The reader ; but 'twould not be hard to bring 
Some fine examples of the egjopee. 

To prove its grand ingredient is ennni,^^ 

XCVIII. 

We learn from Horace, Homer sometimes sleeps ; " 

We feel without liim, Wordsworth sometimes wakes, — 
To show with what complacency he creeps, 

With his dear " Waggoners,** around his lakes.*" 

He wishes for " a boat " to sail the deeps — 

Of ocean ? — No, of air; and then he makes 
Another outcry for " a little boat," 

And drivels seas to set it well afloat.*' 
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XCIX. 

If lie must fain sweep o^er tlie ethereal plain. 
And Pegasus runs restive in his ^'Waggon,'' 
Could he not beg the loan of Charleses Wain ? 

Or pray Medea for a single dragon ? 

Or if^ too classic for his vulgar brain, 

He feared his neck to venture such a nag on, 
And lie must needs mount nearer to the moon. 
Could not the blockliead ask for a balloon ? 


Pedlars, and ** Boats, and Waggons ! Oh ! ye shades 
Of Pope and Dry den, are we come to this ? 

That trash of sucli sort not alone evades 
Conteni])t, but from the bathos^ vast abyss 
Floats scumlike u})permost, and these Jack Cades 
Of sense and song above your graves may hiss — 

The ‘‘ little boatman and lus " Peter Bell ” 

Can sneer at him who drew Aclntophel ! ” " 


01 . 

our tale. The feast was over, tlie slaves gone, 
Tlie dwarfs and dancing-girls had all retired ; 

The Arab lore and poet’s song were done. 

And every sound of revelry expired ; 

The lady and lier lover, left alone, 

The rosy flood of twulighBs sky admired ; — 

Ave Maria ! o\3r the earth and sea. 

That lieavenliest hour of Heaven is w'orthiest thee I 

on. 

Ave Maria ! blessed be the hour ! 

The time, the dime, the spot, where I so oft 
Have felt that moment in its fullest power 
Sink o'er the earth so beautiful and soft. 

While swung the deep bell in the distant tower,"* 

Or the faint dying day-hymn stole aloft, 

And not a breath crept through the rosy air, 

And yet the forest leaves seem’d stirr’d \utli prayer. 
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GUI. 

Ave Maria 1 ^tis the hour of prayer I 
Ave Maria ! 'tis the hour of love ! 

Ave Maria ! may our spirits dare 

Look up to thine and to thy son^s above ! 

Ave Maria ! oli that face so fair I 

Those downcast eyes beneath the Almighty dove — 
What though ^tis but a pictured image strike. 

That painting is no idol, — ^tis too like. 

CIV. 

Some kinder casuists are pleased to say. 

In nameless print — ^that 1 have no devotion ; 

But set those persons down with me to pray, 

And you shall see who has the properest notion 
Of getting into heaven the shortest way ; 

My altars are the mountains and the ocean. 

Earth, air, stars, — all that springs from tlie great Whole, 
Who hath produced, and will receive the soul. 


cv. 

Sweet hour of twilight ! in the solitude 
Of the pine forest, and the silent shore 
Which bounds llavenna's immemorial wood, 
Rooted where once the Adrian wave flow'd o'er. 
To where the last Cmsarean fortress stood. 
Evergreen forest ! which Boccaccio's lore 
And Dryden's lay made haunted ground to me. 
How have I loved the twilight hour and thee ! 


OVI. 

The shrill cicalas, people of the pine, 

Making their summer lives one ceaseless song. 
Were the sole echoes, save my steed's and mine. 

And vesper bell's that rose the boughs along ; 

The spectre huntsman of Onesti's line. 

His hell-dogs, and their chase, and the fair throng 
Which leam'd from this example- not to fly 
From a true lover, — shadow'd my mind's eye."* 
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OVII. 

Oh, Hesperus ! thou bringest all good things “ — 
Home to the weary, to the hungry cheer, 

To the young bird the parent's brooding wings. 

The welcome stall to the overlabour'd steer ; 
Whatc'er of peace about our hearthstone clings, 
Whate'er our household gods protect of dear. 

Are gather'd round us by thy look of rest ; 

Thou bring' st the child, too, to the mother s breast. 

cviir 

Soft hour ! w'hich wakes the wish and melts the heart 
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 
When tliey from their sweet friends are torn apart; 

Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way 
As the far bell of ves])er makes him start, 

Seeming to weep the dying day’s decay ; 

Is this a fancy which our reason scorns ? 

Ah ! surely nothing dies but something mourns ! ” 

OIX. 

When Nero perish'd by the justest doom 
Which ever tlie destroyer yet destroy'd. 

Amidst the roar of liberated Home, 

Of nations freed, and the world overjoy'd. 

Some hands unseen strew'd flowers upon his tomb : 

Perhaps the weakness of a heart not void 
Of feeling for some kindness done, when power 
Had left the wretch an uncorrupted hour. 


ox. 

But I'm digressing; what on earth has Nero, 

Or any such like sovereign buffoons," 

To do with the transactions of my hero, 

More than such madmen's fellow man — the moon's ? 
Sure my invention must be down at zero. 

And I grown one of many '' wooden spoons " 

Of verse (the name with which we Cantabs please 
To dub the last of honours in degrees). 
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I feel this tediousness will never do — 

being too epic, and I must cut down 
(In copying) this long canto into two ; 

They'll never find it out, unless I own 
The fact, excepting some experienced few ; 

And then as an improvement 'twill be showai : 
I'll prove that such the opinion of the critic is 
From Aristotle fassim.SGe riotTjnKTjs, 
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* [Remodelled under the nauica of “Don Juan,” “The Libertine,” &c &c., the 
old Spanish spiritual ]ilay, entitled “ Atheista Fiilminato,” formerly acted m the 
churches and monasteiies, has had its day* of favour m every cjuntiy throughout 
Europe. It wa.s first introduced upon the regular st.igc, under the title of “ El 
B-’ilador de Sevilla y Combidado dc Ticna,” by Gahiiel Tellez, the cotemporary of 
Calderon. It was soon trausl.ited into Italian by Gieogniiu, and iieriurmed with so 
much success in this language, not only m Italy hut even at Tans, that Molierc, 
shortly befoie his death, produced a comedy in five acts, called “Don Juan : ou Le 
Eestiri de 1‘ieiic.” This piece was, in 1077, put into verse by T. Corneille : and thus 
it has been pcrlbimed on the French stage over since In 1676, Shad well, the suc- 
cessor of Dr} den in the laureatoship, introduced the subject into this country, in his 
tragedy of the “ Libei tine but he made his hero so unboundedly wicked, as to 
exceed the limits ol piobability In all tliese works, as well as m Mozart's celebrated 
opera, the Don is uniformly represented as a travelling rake, who practises everywhere 
the arts of seduction, and who, for his numerous delinquencies, is finally coneumed by 
flames coraiii populoy or, as Lord Byron has it, — “Sent to the devil somewhat ere ius 
Lme.”] 

" rdeneral Vernon, who served with considerable distinction in the navy, purticu- 
laily in the capture of Foito Bello, died in 1757 ] 

^ [Second ron of George II., distinguished himself at the battles of Dettiiigen and 
Fontfciioy, and still more so at that of Culloden, where he defeated the Chevalier, in 
1746. The Duke, however, obscured hia fame by the cruel abuse which ho made, or 
suffered his soldiers to make, of the victory. lie died in 1 765 ] 

* [General Wolfe, the brave commander of the expedition against Quebec, termi- 
nated his caieer in the moment of victory, whilst lighting against the French in 1759.] 

5 [In 1759, Admiral Lord Hawke totally defeated the French fleet equipped at 
Brest for the invasion of England. In 1765 he was appointed First Lord of the 
Admiralty ; and died, full of honours, in 1781.] 

® [Ferdinand, Duke of Brunswick, who gained the victory of Minden. In 1762 he 
di-ove the French out of Ilease. He died m 1792.] 

7 [Son of the third Duke of Rutland — signalised himself in 1745, on the invasion 
by Prince Charles ; and was constituted, in 1769, commander of the British forces in 
Germany. He died in 1770.] 

** [An English general officer and dramatist, who distinguished himself in the de- 
fence of Portugal, in 1762, against the Spaniards, and also in America by the capture 
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of Ticonderoga ; but was at last obliged to surrender, with his army, to Greneral Oates. 
Died in 1792.] 

® [Second son of the Earl of Albemarle. Placed at the head of the Channel fleet# 
he partially engaged, in 1778, the French fleet off Ushant, which contrived to escape : 
he was, in consequence, tried by a court martial, and honourably acquitted. He died 
in 1786.] 

[Lord Howe distinguished himself on many occasions during the American war. 
On the breaking out of the French war, he took the command of the English fleet, and 
bringing the enemy to an action on the 1st of June, 1794, obtained a splendid victory. 
He died in 1799.1 

I 

** [We find on Lord Byron’s MS. the following note to this stanza — 

“ In the eighth and concluding lecture of Mr. Hazlitt’s canons of criticism, delivered 
at the Surrey Institution, I am accused of having ‘ lauded Buonaparte to the skies in 
the hour of his success, and then peevishly wreaking my disajipointment on the god of 
my idolatry.* The first lines I ever wrote upon Buonaparte were the ‘Ode on Napo- 
leon,’ after his abdication in 1814. All that I have ever written on that subject has 
been done smee his decline ; — I never ‘ met him in the hour of his success.’ I have 
considered his character at different periods, in its strength and in its weakness ; by 
his zealots I am accused of injustice — by bis enemies as Ins warmest partisan ; m 
many publications both English and foreign. 

“For the accuracy of my delineation I have high authority. A yeai and some 
months ago, I had the pleasure of seeiug at Venice my friend the Honouiable Douglas 
Kinnaird In his way through Germany, he told me that he had been honoured with 
a piesentation to, and some interviews with, one ot the neaiest iamily connexions of 
Napoleon (Eugene Beauharnais). During one of these, ho read and translated the 
lines alluding to Buonaparte, in the third Canto of Ohilde ilaiold. He informed me, 
that he was authorised by the illustrious personage — (still recognised as such by tbs 
Legitimacy in Europe) — to whom they were read, to say, that ^ iJic delineation was 
complete' or words to this effect. It is no puerile vanity which induces me to publish 
this fact ; — but Mr. HazUtt accuses my inconsistency, and infeis my inaccuracy. 
Perhaps he will admit that, with regard to the latter, one of the most intimate family 
connexions of the Emperor may be e([ually capable of deciding on the subject. I tell 
Mr. Hazlitt, that I never flattered Napoleon on the throne, nor maligned him since his 
fall. I wrote what I think are the incredible antitheses of his character. 

“Mr. Hazlitt accuses me further of delineatiug mi/scif in Childe Harold, &c. Ac. 

I have denied this long ago — but, even were it liue, Tjocke tells us, that all his know- 
ledge of human understanding was derived from studying his own rniiid. From Mr. 
Hazlitt’ B opinion of my poetry I do not appeal , but I request that gentleman not to 
insult me by imputing the basest of crimes, — viz. ‘praising jmblicly the same man 
whom 1 wished to depreciate in his adversity — the Jirst lines I ever wrote on 
Buonaparte were in his dispraise, in 1814, — the lastj though not at all in his favour, 
were more impartial and discriminative, in 1818. Has he become more fortunate 
since 1814 ? — Byron, Venice, 1819.”] 

** [Bamave, one of the most active promoters of the Ficncli Revolution, w'as in 
1 791 appointed President of the Constituent Assembly. On the flight of the loyal 
family, he was sent to conduct them to Paris. He was guillotined, Nov. 1793.] 

[Brissot de Warville, at the age of twenty, published several tracts, for one of 
which he was, in 1784, thrown into the Bastile. He was one of the principal insti- 
gators of the revolt of the Champ de Mars, in July, 1789. He was led to the 
guillotine, Oct. 1793.] 

[Condoroet was, in 1792, appointed President of the Legislative Assembly. 
Having, in 1793, attacked the new constitution, he was denounced. Being thrown 
into prison, he was on the following morning found dead, apparently from poison, 
•His works are collected in twenty-one volumes.] 
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** [MiraYieau, bo well known as one of the chief promoters of, and actors in, iht 
French revolution, died in 17111.] 

[P6tion, Mayor of Paris in 1791, took an active pait in the impilsonraeiit of the 
king. Becoming, in 1793, an object of suspicion to Robcspicne, he took refuge m 
the depaitment of the Calvados : where his body was found in a field, half-devoured 
by wolves.] 

[J(dm Baptiste (better known under the appellation of Anadiarsis^ Clootz. In 
1790, at the bar of the National Convention, he describes hiniHelf as “the orator of 
the human race.” Being suspected by Itobespieri e, he was, m 1794, condemned to 
death. On the scaftold lie begged to be decapitated the last, as he wished to make 
some observations essential to the establish imnt of certain prinnides, wiiile the heads 
of the others were falling , a reiiuest obligingly complied with.] 

[Danton played a very important pait dining the fiist years of the French revo- 
lution After the fall (»f the king, he was made Minister of Ju.sticc. Ills violent 
mea&uies led to the bloody 8 (*eM 0 S of September, 1 792 Being denounced to the 
Committee of Safety, he ended his career on the guillotine, in 1794.] 

[This wretch figured among the actors of the 10th August, and in the assas- 
sinations of September, 1792. in May, 1793, he was denounced, and delivered over 
to the revolutionary tribunal, winch acquitted him ; but his bloody career was arrested 
by the knife of an assassin, in the person of Charlotte Cord6.J 

^ [Of all these “famous people,” the Gcneial was the last survivor. He died 
in 1834 I 

fJoubert distinguished himself at the engagements of Laono, Moiitenotte, Mil- 
lesimu, Cava, Montebello, Rivoli, and especially in the Tyrol. He was afterwards 
opposed to SuwaiTow, and was killed in 1799, at Novi.] 

^ [In 179(5, Hochc was appointed to the command of the expedition against Ii eland, 
and sailed m December from Biest , hut, a stoirii dispersing the fleet, the plan failed. 
After his return, he received the command of the army of the Sam bre and Meuse; 
but died suddenly, in Sept 1797, it was supposed of poison.] 

[Goiieial Marceau first distinguished liimself in La Vendee. He was killed by a 
rifle-ball at Alierkerchen.] 

^ [Lannes, Duke of Montebello, distinguished himself at Millesimo, Lodi, Ahoukir, 
Acre, Montebello, Austerhtz, Jena, PiiUusk, Preuss, Eylau, Friedland, Tudela, 
Saragossa, Echmulil, and lastly, at Ksliug ; where, in May, 1809, he was killfed by a 
cannon-shot.] 

2* [At the taking of Malta, and at the battles of Chebreiss and of the Pyramids, 
Desaix displayed the greatest bravery. He was mortally wounded by a cannon-ball 
at Marengo, just as victory declared for the French.] 

[One of the most distinguished of the republican generals. In 1813, on hearing 
of the reverses of Napoleon in Russia, he joined the alhed armies. He was struck by 
a cannon-ball at the battle of Dresden, in 1813.] 

^ [“ Vixere fortes ante Agamemnona, &c.” — Hon. 

“ Before great Agamemnon reign’d, 

Reign’d kings as great as he, and brave^ 

Whose huge ambition’s now contain’d 
In the small compass of a grave ; 

In endless night they sleep, unwept, unknown, 

No bard had they to make all time their own.” — FaANOM.] 
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Semper ad eventum fpstiiiat, et in median rea. 

Non eecuB ac notas, auditoiem rapit.” 

“ But to the grand event he speeds his course, 

And bears his readers, with impetuous force, 

Into the midst of things, while every line 

Opens, by just degrees, his whole design.*’ — Francis.] 

8« r**The women of Seville are, in general, very handsome, with large black eyes, 
and foTTns more giaocful in motion than can be conceived by an Englishman — added 
to the most becoming dress, and, at the same time, the most decent in the world. 
Certainly, they are fascinating < but their minds have only one idea, and the business 
of their lives is intrigue.” — Byron LetterSy 1809.J 

[Professor Feingale, of Baden, who in 1812, under the especial patronage of the 
** BliieSy'' delivered a course of lectures at the Royal Institution, on Mnemonics.] 

[*‘ Little she spoke — but what she spoke was Attic all. 

With words and deeds in perfect unanimity ” — MS ] 

® [“Lady Byron had good ideas, but could never exiiress them ; wrote poetry also, 
but it was only good by accident. Her letters "werG always enigmatical, often unin- 
telligible. She was governed by what she called fixed rules and principles squared 
mathematically.” — Byron Letters ] 

® [Sir Samuel Romilly lost his lady on the 29th of October, and committed suicide 
on the 2iid of November, 1818. — “There will come a day of reckoning, even il I 
should not live to see it. I have at least seen Romilly shivered, who was one of my 
assassins. When that man was doing his worst to uproot my whole family, tree, 
branch, and blossoms — when, after taking rny retainer, he went over to thorn — uhen 
he was bringing desolation on my household gods — did he think that, in less than 
three years, a natural event — a severe domestic, but an expected and common calamity 
— would lay his carcass in a cross-road, or stamjj his name in a verdict of lunacy i 
Bid he (who in his sexagenary * * *) reflect or consider Avhat my feelings must 
have been, when wife, and child, and sister, and name, and fame, and country, were 
to be my sacrifice on his legal altar, — and this at a moment when my health was 
declining, my fortune embarrassed, and my mind had been shaken by many kinds of 
disappointment — while I was yet young, and might have reformed what might be 
wrong in my conduct, and retrieved what was perplexing in my afiiiirs > ” — Byron 
Letters, June, 1819.] 

w [“Comparative View of the New Plan of Education,” “Teacher’s Assistant,” 
&c, AeJ 

“ [Hannah More’s “ Coelebs in search of a Wife,” &c., a sermon-like novel, whicli 
had great success at the time, and is now forgotten.] 

® “Description des vertus incomparahles de THuile de Macassar.” — See the 
Advertisement. 

^ [“ Where all was innocence and quiet bliss.” — MS.] 

88 And so she seem’d, in all outside formalities,” — MS.] 

8® [“By this hand, if I were now by this rascal, I could brain him with his lady’s 

fen.” — S haespbare. ] 

** [“ Wishing each other damn’d, divorced, or dead.” — MS.] 

[“I waa surprised one day by a Doctor (Dr. Baillie) and a Lawyer (Dv. Lushing- 
ton) almost forcing themselves at the same time into my room. I did not know till 
afW wards the re^ object of their visit. I thought their questions singular, frivolous. 
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and somewhat importunate, if not impertinent ; but what should I have thought, il I 
had known that they were sent to provide proofs of my insanity, I have no doubt 
that my answers to these emissaries were not very rational or consistent, for my 
imagination was heated with other things. But Dr. BailUe could not conscientiously 
make mo out a certificate for Bedlam ; and perhaps the Lawyer gave a more favourable 
report to his employers. I do not, however, tax Lady Byron with tins transaction , 
probably she was not pnvy to it. She was the tool of others. Her mother always 
detested me, and had not even the decency to conceal it in her house.” — Lobd B. — 
“My mother,” asserts Lady Byron, “always treated Lord B. with an affectionate 
consideration and indulgence, which extended to every little peculiarity of his feelings. 
Never did an irritating word escape her lips in her whole intercourse with him.” 
Though it was Lady Byron herself wlio consulted Dr Baillie, she says she did it with 
the concurrence of her husband's family, and that it was from his neaiest relatives and 
personal attendant that she derived the idea of his being msano.] 

[Mr. Rogers, Mr. Hobhouse, &c. &c.] 

[“ First their friends tried at reconciliation.” — MS.] 

[Tliollightllonouiable 11. Wilniot nor.ton, fee. The following is from a fragment 
of a novel written by Lord Byron in 1817 * — "“A few hours afterwards we were very 
good friends and a lew days after she set out for Aiagon, with my son, on a 
visit to her father and mother I did not accompany her immediately, having been m 
Aragon befoie, but was to join the family m their Moorish chfttcau within a few weeks. 
During her journey I received a very affectionate letter from Donna Josepha, ai)pi isiiig 
ire of the welfare of herself and my son. On her arrival at the chAtcau, I received 
another, still more affectionate, pressing me, in very fond, and rather foolish terms, 
to join her immediately. As I was preparing to set out from Seville I received a third 
— this was from her father, Don Jos6 di Cardozo, who requested me, in the politest 
manner, to dissolve my marriage. I answeiedhim with equal politeness that I would 
do no such thing, A fourth letter arrived — it was from Donna Josepha, in which 
she informed me that her father’s letter was written by her particular desire. I 
requested the reason by return of post she replied, by express, that as reason had 
nothing to do with the matter, it was unnece.ssary to give any — hut that she was an 
injured and excellent woman. I then inquired why she liad written to me the two 
preceding affectionate letters, requesting me to come to Aragon. She answered, 
that was because she believed me out of my senses — ^that, l>eing unfit to take care of 
myself, I had only to set out on this journey alone, and, making my way without 
difficulty to Don Jose di Gardozo’s, I should there have found the tendere.st of wives .and 
— ^a strait waistcoat. I had nothing to reply to this piece of affection, but a reitera- 
tion of my request for some lights upon the subject. I was answered, that they would 
only be related to the Inquisition. In the mean time, our domestic discrepancy had 
become a public topic of discussion ; and the world, which always decides justly, not 
only in Aragon, but in Andalusia, determined that I was not only to blame, but that 
all Spain could produce nobody so blameable. My case was supposed to comprise all 
the crimes which could, and several which could not, be committed ; and little less 
than an auto-da-f6 was anticipated as the result. But let no man say that we are 
abandoned by our friends m adversity — it was just the reverse. Mine thronged 
around me to condemn, advise, and console me with their disapprobation. They told 
me all that was, would, or could be said on the subject. They shook their heads — 
they exhorted me— deplored me, with tears in their eyes, and — went to dmner.”] 

« [“The lawyers recommended a divorce.” — MS.] 

^ * * primus qui legibus urnem 

Fundabit^ curibus parvis et paupere terrH 
Missus in imperium magnum.” — V iko. 

[“And we may own— since he j earth.” — MS.] 
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^ [“I could have forgiven the dagger or the bowl, anything but the deliberate 
desolation piled upon me, when I stood alone upon my hearth, with ray household 
gods shivered around me. Do you suppose I have forgotten or forgiven it ? It has, 
comparatively, Bwa]Jowed up in me every other feeling, and I am only a spectator 
upon earth till a tenfold opportunity offers.” — Byron LcttirHj Sept. 10, 1818. 

“ I had one only fount of quiet left, 

And that they poison’d ! My pure household gods 
Were sliivcred on my hearth, and o’er their shrine 
Sate grinning ribaldry and sneering scorn.” 

Marino Fali&ro.'\ 

« [‘‘Save death or he d.ed.--MS] * 

[“ Defending still their Iliads and Odysseys,” — MS.] 


See Longinus, Section 10., “Vra /a?/ eV n irtpl avr^iv vdBos (jyaiyriTai, -iraOdjv 
ailfyo^os'* [The Ode is the famous tpatverai p.oi ktivos Itros Oeoiai, k. t, A. 

“Blest as th’ immoital gods is he, 

The youth that fondly sits by thee. 

And hears and sees thee all the while 
Softly speak and sweetly smile,” &c ] 


“ [“ Too much their 


antique I 


modest bard by the | ■ »» 1 — MS. ] 

T , . I ^ 1 omission j 

downright J 


Fact ’ There is, or was, such an edition, with all the obnoxious epigrams ct 
Martial placed by themselves at the end. 


See his Confessions, Lie ix. By the representation vhich Saint Augustine 
gives of himself in Ins youth, it is easy to see that he vas what w'e .should call a rake, 
lie avoided the school as the plague ; he loved nothing but gaming and jiublic shows ; 
he robbed his father of eveiything he could find ; he invented a tliousand lies to 
escape the rod, which they were obliged to make use of to punish his irregularities. 


[When Boabdil, the last king of Granada, w^as driven from his capital by Ferdi- 
nand, in be ascended an eminence, and looking back upon the conquered city, 

burst into tears. “You do right,” said his mother, “ to weep like a woman lor the 
throne you could not defend like a man.”] 


56 


67 


[“ ril tell you too a secret — 


silence * hush f 

which you’ll bush.” — MS.] 


[“ Spouses from twenty years of age to tluity 

Are most admired by women of strict virtue.”— MS.] 


“ For the particulars of St. Anthony’s recipe for hot blood in cold weather, see 
Mr. Alban Butler’s “ Lives of the Saints.” 


[“ Conscienza 1’ assicura, 

La bnona compagna che 1’ uom francheggia 
Sotto r usbergo del esser puro.” — Dante.] 

* [“ Deem'd that her thoughts no more required control.” — MS.] 

See Ovid, de Art. Amand. 1. ii. 

Campbell's Gertrude of Wyoming — (I think)— the opening of Canto Second —but 
quote from memory. 
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® [“I say tins by Ibe way — so don’t look stern, 

But if you’re angiy, reader, pass it by.” — MS,] 

[Juan Boscan Almogavi, of Barcelona, died about the year 1543, In concert 
with his friend Garcilasso, he introduced the Italian style into Castilian poetry, and 
commenced his labours by writing sonnets in the manner of Petrarch.] 


[Garcilasso de la Vega, of a noble family at Toledo, was a w’arrior as well as a 
poet. After serving with distinction in Germany, Africa, and Piovence, he was killed, 
m 1536, by a stone thrown from a tower, which fell upon Ins head as he was leading 
on his battalion.] 

[“A real wittol always is suspicious, 

But always also hunts in the WTong place.” — MS.] 


[“Change horses every hour fiom night till noon.” — MS.] 

[“Except the promises of true theology.” — MS.] 

[“ Oh, Susan • I’ve said in the momenta of mirth, 
What’s devotion to 1116.6 or to me 
I devoutly believe there’s a heaven on earth, 

A-nd believe that that heaven’s in «Acc.” — M oobb.] 

[“She stood on guilt’s steep brink, in all the sense, 

And full security of innocence.” — MS ] 

[“To leave these two young people then and there.” — MS.] 

[“ Our coming, nor look brightly till we come.” — MS.] 

[“ Sweet is a lawsuit to the attorney — sweet,” &c — MS.] 

[“ Who’ve made us w'^ait — God knows how long already, 
For an entail’d estate, or country-seat, 

Wishing them not exactly damn’d, but dead — he 
Knows nought of grief, who has not so been worried — 

*Tis strange old i)eople don’t like to be buried.” — MS.] 


[The “Safety Lamii,” was invented by Sir Humphry Davy, in 1816.] 


7® [Jackson’s Account of Tombuctoo, the great Emponum of Central Africa. Sir 
Edward Parry’s three Polar expeditions.] 


^ [“ Not only pleasure’s sin, but sin’s a pleasure.”— MS.] 

7'^ [“ And lose in shining snow their summits blue.” — MS.] 

ro j-i* Twas midnight — dark and sombre was the night,” &c. — MS.] 

*’ [“And supper, punch, ghost-stories, and such chat.” — MS. 

‘ ‘ * And when the long hours of the public are past, 

And we meet, with champagne and a chicken, at last) 

May every fond pleasure that moment endear ! 

Be banish’d afar both discretion and fear !’ &c. &c. 

It appears to me that this stanza of Lady Mary W. Montagu contains the purie of the 
whole philosophy of Epicurus .” — Lord £yron.] 

[“To-night, as Countess Guiccioli observed me poring over Don Juan, she 
stumbled by mere chance on the 137th stanza of the First Canto, and asked me what 
VOL. V. r F 
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it meant. I told her, ‘ Nothing — but your husband is coming.’ As I said this in 
Italian with some emphasis, she started up in a fright, and said, ' Ob, my God, is he 
coming ?’ thinking it was her own You may suppose we laughed when she found out 
the mistake .” — Byron Letters^ Nov. 8, 1819.] 

[“Ere I the wife of such a man had been ! ” — MS ] 

[“But while this search was making, Julia’s tongue.” — MS. 

The Spanish ** Cortejo” is much the same as the Italian “ Cavalier Servente.” 

Donna Julia here made a mistake. Count O’Reilly did not take Algiers — but 
Algiers very nearly took him ■ he and his army and fleet retreated with great lois, 
and not much credit, from before that city, in the year 1776. 


[“ The chimney — fit retreat for any lover I” — MS.] 

[ “than be put 

To drown with Clarence in his Malmsey butt.” — MS.] 

[“ And reckon up our balance with the devil.” — ^MS ] 

[“ With base suspicion now no longer haunted ” — MS ] 

»Hi I'll Pound — heaven knows how — his solitary way,” &c — MS.] 

[William Brodic Gurney, Esq , the eminent short-hand writer to the Houses of 
Parliament.] 

[“ Since Roderick’s Goths, or older Genseric’s Vandals.”— MS.] 

[“Que les hommes sont heurenx d’aller a la guerre, d’exposer Icur vie, de se 
livrer & I’enthousiasme de I’honneur et du danger I Mais il n’y a rien au dehors qui 
sonlage les femmes.” — (Jorinne.] 

« [Or, 

‘“To mourn alone the love which has undone.’ 

Or, 

‘To lift our fatal love to God from man.' 

Take that which, of these three, seems the best prescription.” — B.] 


[Or, 


r fatal now 

‘ That word is ■< lost for me 


— but let it go.” — MS.] 


[ deadly now J 

' [“I struggle, but can not collect my mind.” — MS.] 

[“As turns the needle trembling to the pole 

It ne’er can reach — so turns to you my soul.” — MS.] 

• [“ With a neat crow-quill, rather hard, but new.” — MS.] 

' [Lord Byron had himself a seal bearing this motto.] 


[“And there are other incidents remaining 
Which shall be specified in fitting time, 

With good discretion and in current rhyme.” — MS.] 

[“To newspapers, to sermons, which the zeal 
Of pious men ^ve published on his acts.”— MS.] 

[“Pll call the work * Reflections o’er a Bottle.’” — MS.] 
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“ [“ Such treatment Horace would hod bear, 

When warm with youth — when Tulhis fill’d the chair.” — F uanois.I 

[“ I thought of dj’eing it the other day.” — MS.] 

“Me nec femina, ncc puer 

Jam, nec spes amnii credula mutui, 

Nec certare juvat mero ; 

Nec vincire novie tempora floribus ” — Hon. 

[“For me, alas • these joj-s arc o’er , 

For me the vernal garland blooms no more ; 

No tnore the feats of wine I x'rove, 

Nor the delusive hopes of mutual love.” — F rancis ] 

[ITis constant recurjonce to the piaise of av.aiice in Don Juan, and the liumorons 
zest with which lie delights to dwell on it, show how new-f.iugled, as well as how 
far from serious, was his adoption of the “good old-gentlemanly vice.” That his 
parsimony, however, was vei> fai frem being of t'.iat hind which Bacon condemns as 
“withholding rrifii fiom works of liberality',” is apparent fiom all that i.s known of his 
munificence at this very period — Moork. 

“ChaiiLy — pun liased a shilling’s w'orth of salvation. If that was to he hought, I 
have given luoie to my fellow- creatuies in this life — sometimes for hut, if not 

more oflen^ at least more considerably, for viitue— than I now possess 1 never in 

my life gave a mistress so nmcli as 1 have sometiines given a poor man in honest 
distress. But, no matter • I’he scoundrels who have all along persecuted' me will 
triumph — and when justice is done to me, it will be w'ben this hand that wiites is as 
cold as the hearts which have stung it ” — /’//nm Dairy ^ 1821.J 

107 [The old legend of Friar Bacon says, that the brazen head which he formed 

capable of speech, after uttering &uccosMVLly, “Time is,” — “Time was,” — and 

“Time is past,” the opportunity of caiecliisiug it having been neglected, tumbled 
itself from the stand, and was shattered into a tliousand pieces J 

103 stanza appears to have neen suggested by the follow'ing passage in the 

“Quarterly Review,” vol. xix. p. 203 • — “It was the opinion of the Egyptians, that 
the soul never deseited the body while the latter continued in a perfect state. To 
secui'c this opinion, King Cheops is said, by Herodotus, to have employed three 
bundled and sixty thousand of his subjects for twenty yeais m laisiiig over the 
‘ augusta domus ’ destined to hold his remains, a pile of stone equal m weight to six 
millions of tons, which is just three times that of the vast Breakwater thrown across 
Plymouth Suund , and, to render this precious dust still moie secure, the narrow 
chamber was made accessible only by small, intricate passages, obstructed by stones of 
an enormous weight, and so carefully closed externally as not to be perceptible. Yet, 
how vain are all the precautions of man ! Not a bone was left of Cheops, either in 
the stone coffin, or in the vault, when Shaw entered the gloomy chamber.”] 

[“Must bid you both faiewell in accents bland,” — MS.] 

[Southey’s Filgi image to Waterloo.] 


ft 2 
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‘ [*• Lost that most precious stone of stones — his modesty.” — MS.] 

^ FazzioU — liteially the little handkerchiefs — the veils most avaihiig of St. Maik. 

^ [“Their manners mendinj:, and their morals curing, 

She taught them to suppiess their vice, — and uiine.” — MS.] 

♦ [A hearty meal is an alleviation to some stomachs, hut an aggravation to others.] 

* [“Night came on worse than the day had been ; and a sudden shift of wind^ 
about midnight, threw the ship into the fiouffh of (hr sea, which struck her aft, tore 
away the rudder, started the stern-post, and shattered the whote of her stern frame. 
The pumps were immediately sounded, and in the course of a few minutes tlie water 
had increased to four feetd' — Loss of the fJertules.] 

® One gany was instantly put on them, and the remainder of the people 
employed in yetting up rice from the run of the ship, and heaving it over to conic at 
the leak, if possible. After three or four liuiidied bags wcie i hi own into the sea, vjC 
did get at it, and found the water rushing into the ship with astonisliing rapidity ; 
therefore we thrust sheets, shiits, jackets, haLs of muslin, and every thing of the like 
description that could be got, into the opening.'*' — Ihid ] 

7 [“Notwithstanding the pumps discharged fifty tons of wafer an hour, the ship 
certainly must have gone down, had not our expedients been attended with some 
success. The pumps, to the excellent construction of wliich I owe the preservation of 
my life, were made by Mr. Mann, of London.** — Ibkl ] 

■ [“Tliree ywns broke loose on the main deck.” — Loss of the Centaur ] 

® [“A* the next day advanced, the weather appeared to moderate, the men con- 
tinued incessantly at the pumps, and every exeition was made to keep the ship alloaf. 
Scarce was this done, when a gust exceeding in l iJcnee evei'y thing of the kind I had 
ever seen, or could conceive, laid the ship on her beam ends.** — Jbid.\ 

10 [«*Tiie shipZa// moiionlcM, and to all appearance irrevocably overset. The water 
forsook the hold, and appeared between decks.” — Ibid.~\ 

[“Immediate directions were given to cut away the main and mizen-TnasU, 
truBting, when the ship righted, to be able to wear her. On cutting one or two 
lanyards, the mizen-maat went first over, hut without produemg the smallest effect on 
the ship, and, on cutting the lanyard of one shroud, the main-mast followed. 1 had 
the mortification to see the fore-mast and bowspidt also go over. On this, the ship 
mmediafely lighted with great violence.** — lbid.\ 
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[Lord Byron himself was nearly lost in a Turkish ship of war, owing to the 
Ignorance of blie captain , and he was then an oye-wit icss of not a little which he has 
heie described. “FlctiJier,” he says, “yelled , the Oiecks called on all the saints; 
the iMussulinen on Alla , while the captain buist into tears and ran below deck.” So 
cool was Lord Byron in the midst of the dangci, that he lauglied at his valet ; and 
finding himself useless in consequence of his lameness, he lay dowm upon the deck and 
fell fast asleep.] 

13 [“Perhaps the whole w-ould have got drunk, hut for.” — MS.] 

i"* [“A midshipman was appointed to guard tlie spirit-ioom, to repress that unhappy 
dusiie of a devoted crew to die in a stnte of into cicaf ion. The sailors, though in 
other respects orderly in conduct, here pressed eagerly upon him. of the 
Aber(javenny.'\ 

[“ ‘ Give in some groqf they exclaimed, *it wVl he all one an hour hence .' — ‘ / 
know we hiioJ the,' re}iluid the gallant olliccr, coolly, ^ but let m, die like men/' — 
arm d uith a brace of 'pn^tola he kept his post, even while the ship was sinking.” 
—Ibid.] 

[“ However, hy gicat exertion of the chain-pump wchfld our own. All who were 
not seamen by profession, had been employed in thrumming a sail." — Loss of the 
Centaur ] 

which was paS6ed under the ship's bollom^ and I thought had some 
effect ” — Ibid ] 

[“ ’Tia ugly d>ing in the Grulf of L . ons ” — MS.] 

[“ 77tc ship laboured so much, that I could scaice hope she would swim till 
inoining . our sufferuigb weie very great /or want of water." — Loss of the Centaur.] 

^ [“T/ifi weather again threatened^ and hy noon it blew a storm. The ship 
laboured gieatly , the W'tter appeared, in the foie and after hold. The leathers were 
luaily coiLsiimed, and the (hams o^ the pnmps^ by constant exertion and the friction 
of the coals, were rendeied almost useless.” — Ibid.] 

[“At length, the carpenter came \\p fiorn below, and told the crew, who were 
woiking at the pumps, he could do no more for them." — Loss of the Abertgavemiy.] 

[“I perceived the ship sealing hy the head." —Loss of the Centaur.] 

2-1 [The following extract from the delightful colloquy, entitled ‘ Naufragium,’ in the 
Dialo;.ucsof Erasmus, is taken from Loid Byi on's own copy, where the pencil-marks 
show' how caretully he had perused it . — “ Unum audivi, mm sine risu, qui clarfi, voce, 
ne non exaudiretnr, polliccrt tur Chimtoplioro, qui est Lutctiaj in summo templo, mons 
veriusquam statua, cercum tanfiimquan^us esset ipse iLec cum vociferans quantum 
j oteiat identidcm meulcaret, qui forte proxirnusassistebatilh notus, cubito ilium tctigit, 
ai suhuionuit ' Yule quid polhcearis ctiamsi reruin omnium tiiarum auctionem facias, 
mn fueiis solveiido. Turn ille, voce jam prtssiore, ne videlicet exaudiret Chnsto- 
ploius Tat-e, mquit, fatue ! An eiedis mo ex auimo loqui 2 Si semel contigero 
tc.ram, non daturas sum illi candelam scbaceam •” 

“ I hoard one, not without laughter, who, with a clear voice, lest he should not he 
he: id, piomised Chiistopher, who is at Parii, on the top of a church, — a mountain 
imre tiuly than a statue, — a wa.x candle as big as he was himself. When, bawling 
out as haid as lie could, the man reiterated this offer ; an acquaintance that by chanci 
stood next, known to him, touched him with his elbow, and said — ‘ Have a care what 
you piom'ise , though you make an auction of all your goods, you’ll not be able to 
pay.’ Then he sa^s, with a voice still lower, to wit, lest Uhristopher should hear, — 
* Hold your tongue, you fool ! do you think I speak from my heart ? If once I touch 
land, ril not give him a tallow candle.’ ” — Clarkk’s Trandation.] 
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[“You cannot imagine,” says Cardinal de Retz (who narrowly escaped shipwreck 
in the Gulf of Lyons) — “the horror of a great storm ‘ you can as little imagine the 
ridicule of U. Everybody were at their prayers, or were confessing themselves. The 
piivate captain of the galley caused, in the greatest height of the danger, his 
embroidered coat and his red scaif to be brought to him, saying, that a true Spaniard 
ought to die bearing his king’s marks of distinction. He sat himself down in his great 
elbow-chair, and witli his foot struck a poor Neapolitan in the chops, who, not being 
able to stand, was ciawliiig along, ciymg out aloud, ‘Senhor Don Fernando, por 
I’araor de Dios, confession.’ The cajitain, when he struck him, said to him. ‘Iniimgo 
de Dios piedes confession • ’ ”J 

[“Some appeared perfectly resigned, tvent t<t then havimoclcs, and desired thieir 
messmates to lash them in ; others were tor securing tlieniselves to gratings and small 
rafts ; but the most predominant idea was that of puttiiKf on their best and cleanesi. 
clothes. The boats were got over the side.” — Loss of the Centaur, \ 

2® [“Men will prove hungry, even -when next perdition.” — MS.] 

[“Eight bags of rice, six flash's of n' me, and a small quantity of salted beef and 
porh, were put into the long boat, as provisions for the whole ” — Wnch of the fiydney, 

23 [“The yawl was stove alongside and .sunk.” — Loss of the Ceutaur.l 

29 !'<< erected for a main-mast, and the other bent to the breadth of the 

blankets for a sail.” — Loss of the Wellington Tiansjtoit.^ 

' “ Whieh being withdrawn, discloses but tlie frown 

Of one who hates ua, so the night was shown,” &c. — MS.] 

[“ As rafts had been mentioned by the cariienter, I thought it right to make the 
attempt. It uas lmp(KSSlhl^" foi any man to dcecive liimaelf with the hopes of being 
saved on a raft m such a sea as this ” — Loss oj the Centaur. ~\ 

[“jSjparj, booms, hencoops, and eremj ihmg buoyant, were tlicrefoie cast loose, 
that the men might have some chance to save themselves.” — Loss of the Pandora.'\ 

3J [“ ’We had scarcely quitted the ship, w hen alie gave a heavy /iti ch to poi't, and then 
went down, head J o) ( most.” — Loss oJ the Lady IJobait.^ 

[“At this instant one of the olliccia told the captain she was going down, and 
bidding him faiewell, leaiit ovei hoard the eiew had just time to leap ovei board, 
wJiioh they did, uttering a most dreadful yell.” — Loss oJ ike Pandora.'] 

[“The boat, being fastened to the rigging, was no sooner cleared of the greatest 
part of the w'ater, than a dog of mine came to me running along the gunwale. / took 
him in.” — Shipwreck of the Betsey.] 

[“It blew a violent storm, so that between the seas the sail was becalmed ; and when 
on the top of the wave, it was too much to be set, but we could not venture to take it in, 
for we were in very imminent danger and distress ; the sea c^irlinq oi cr the stem of 
the boat, which obbged us to bale with all our might.” — Hugh’s Open Boat Navigatimi.] 

^ [“Before it was dark, a hlan'ket was discovered in the boat. This was imme- 
diately bent to one of the stretchers, and under it, as a sail, we scudded all night, in 
expectation of being swaLlowid by every wave.” — Loss of the Centaur.] 

^ [“ The sun rose red and fiery, a sure indicedion of a severe gale of wind. We 
could do nothing more than run before the sea, — I served a teaspoonfvl of rum to every 
person. The bread we found was damaged and rotten.” — B lioii.] 

[“As our lodging was very wretched and confined /or want of room, I endeavoured 
to remedy this defect, >>y putting oui selves at watch and watch, so that one half 
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always sat up, while the other half lay down in the bottom of the boat, with nothing 
to cover us hut the heavens ^ — Bligh.] 

^ [“The fourth day came, and not a breath of air, &c.” — Ihid.'] 

41 The fourth day we began to sulFer exceedingly from hunger and thirst. I then 
seized my dog, and plunged my knife into its throat. We caught his blood in the hat, 
’’Gceiving in our hands and drinking what ran ovei ; we afterviards diauk in turn out 
.if the hat, and felt ourselves refreshed.” — Shijyivreck of the Betsey ] 

[ “ Now, however, when Mr. Byron was at home with his dog, a party came to tell 
him thCir necessities w'eie such, that they must eat the dog, or starve. Jn spite of 
Mr. B.’s desiie to preserve the faithful animal, they took him by force and killed him. 
Thinking he was entitled to a share, he pai'took of their repast. Three weeks aftcr- 
waids, recollecting the spot wheiethe dog was killed, he went to it, and was glad to 
make a meal of the and bJcin.^' — Commodoue Byron’s Narrative.] 

[“The fact of tiicii in extreme cases, destroying each other for the sake of 
appeasing hunger, is hut too well establislied — and do a gieat extent, on the raft of the 
French fiigate Medusi, wlien wrecked on tlie coast of Aliica, and also on the rock in 
the Mediterianean, wlion the Nautilus fiigate was lost.” — Sir John Barrow.] 

[“Being diiven to distress for want of food, they soaked their shoes and tw'o 
hairy raps, which were among tliera, in the watei , winch being rendered soft, each 
jiaitook of them But day after day having past, and the ciavmgs. of hunger pressing 
haid upon them, they fell upon the hoirilde and dicadful exju-dient of eating each 
other ; and in oidei to prevent any tonteution about who should become the food of 
the others, they cast lots to deteimme the sufierer ” — JSuJjhings of the Crew of the 
Thomas.] 

[ “ The lots were drawn . the captain, summoning all his strength, wrote upon slips 
of paper the name of each man, folded them uj), put them into a hat, and shook them 
together. The crew, meanwhile, jireseived an awful sdente . eacli eye was fixed and 
each mouth oj>en, while terror was strongly iin pi cssed upon every countenance. The 
unhappy i»erson, with manly fortitude, resigned lumsell to his miserable associates.” — 
Famine in the American Ship Peggy ] 

[“//c requested to he bled fo death, the surgeon being willi them, and having his 
case of instruments in his pocket when he quitted the ship.” — Loss of the Thomas.] 

[“No sooner had the fatal instrument touched the vein, than the operator applied 
his parched lips, and drank the bluod as it Jloived, wliile the rest anxiously watched 
the victim's departing breath, that they might pi ocecd to satisfy the hunger which 
preyed upon them to so Irightful a degiee.” — Ibid J 

48 [“ Those who glutted themselves with hinnan flesh and gore, and whose stomachs 
retained tlie unnatural food, soon peii'^hed with raging insanity,'^ &c. — Ibid.] 

[“Another expedient we had frequent recourse to, finding it supplied our mouths 
with temporary moisture, was chewing any substance we could find, generally a bit of 
canvass, or even lead."' — Loss of the Juno.] 

[“On the 25tli, at noon, we caught a noddy. I divided it mto eighteen portions. 
In the evening we caught two —Bligh. J 

“Quandd ebbe detto cio, con gli occhi torti 
lliprese il teschio misero co’ denti, 

Che furo all’ osso, come d’un can forti.” 

[*‘ This said — aside his vengeful eyes were throw 
And with his teeth again the skull he tore, 

Furce as a dog to gnaw the vei'y bone ." — 

Inferno, c. xx-v. v. ()0 .--\Yiugut.] 
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63 [“We must have perished had we not caught six quarts of rain-water, and this 
we should not have been blessed with, had we not found a pair of sheets in the boat. 
These when thoroughly wet, were wrung into the kidd with 'which we baled the boat.’* 
— Loss oj the Centaur.^ 

*■’* [‘‘Mr. Wade’s boy, a stout healthy lad, died early, and almost without a groan ; 
while another, of the same age, but of a less promising appearance, held out much 
longer. Their fathers were both in the foretop, when the boys were taken ill. Wade, 
hearing of his son’s illne-'S, answered, with indifference, that ‘he could do nothing for 
him,^ and left him to his fate.” — Loss of the Juno.^ 

The other father hurried down. By that time only three or four planks of tj^e 
quarter-deck remained, just over the weather-quarter gallery. To this spot the 
unhappy man led his son, making him fast to the rail, to prevent his being washed 
away.” — Ib%d.'\ 

55 [“Whenever the boy was seized with a fit of retching, the father lifted him up 
and wiped away the foam from his hps ; and if a shower came, he made him open his 
mouth to receive the drops, or gently squeezed them into it from a rag*' — IbidJ] 

[“In this affecting situation, both remained four or five days, till the hoy expired. 
The unfortunate parent, as if unwilling to believe the fact, raised the body, looked 
wistfully at it, and when he could no longer entertain, any doubt, watclied it in silence 
until it was carried off by a sea ; then wrapping himself in a ])icee of canvass, sunk 
down, and rose no more ; though he must lia\e lived two days longer, as we judged 
from the quivering of the limbs, when a wave broke over him.” — Ibid.'^ 

[An instrument, invented by Sir David Biewster, which exhibits an ever- varying 
succession of splendid tints and symmetrical foims, and has been of great service in 
suggesting patterns to oui mauufactuiers ] 

[*• About this time a beautiful white bird, web-footed, and not unlike a dove in 
size and plumage, hovered over the mast-head of the cutter, and, notwithstanding the 
pitching of the boat, frequently attempted to peich on it, and continued to ilatter 
there tdl dark. Trifling as tins circunistanee may ajipear, it w^as cousideicd by us all 
as a propitious omen." — Loss of the Lady Hobart.'] 

[“I found it necessary to caution the people against being deceived by the 
appearamcc of land, or calling out till they were convinced of the reality, more 
especially as fan-hanks are often mistaken for land • several of the poor fellows never- 
theless repeatedly exclaimed they heard breakers, and some the firing of guns ." — 
Ibid.] 

“ [** At length one of them broke into a most immoderate swearing fU of joy, 
which I could not restrain, and declared, that he had never seen land in his life, if- 
whai he now saw was not land." — Loss of the Centaur.] 

«i [f< tjjq joy at a speedy relief affected us all in a most remarkable way. Many 
burst into tears ; some looked at each other with a stupid stare, as if doubtful of the 
reality of what they saw ; while several were in such a lethargic condition, that no 
animating words could rouse them to exertion. At this affecting period I proposed 
offering up our solemn thanks to Heaven for the miraculous deliverance.” — Loss 
of the Lady Hobart.] 

^ [“ After having suffered the horrors of hunger and thirst for many days, they 
providentially took a small turtle whilst footing asleep on the surface of the water," 
— Loss of the Thomas.] 

[“ Our bodies were nothing but skin and bones, our limbs were full of sores, 
and we were clothed in rags. An indifferent spectator would have been at a loss 
which most to admire, tne eyes of famine sparkling at immediate relief, or the horror 
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of their preservers at the sight of so many spectres, whose ghastly countenances, if the 
cause bad been unknown, would ratbei have exeitcd terror than piiy.” — B lioh.] 

^ [“They discovered laud ri[/kt ahead, and steered for it. There being a very 
heavy surf, they endeavcuied to turn the boat ’5 liead to it, which, from weakness, tliey 
weie unable to complete, and soon afterwards ^7ie 6 oai — Escape of Deserters 

from Et. Helena 

[ “which often spread 

And come like opening hell upon tlic mind. 

No ‘baseless fabric,’ but ‘a wreck behind.’” — MS.] 

[“Had e’er escaped more dangers on the deep ; — 

And those wlio are not drown’d, at least may sleep.” — MS.] 

[Entitled “A.Nairative of the TIonouiablo John Byron (Commodore in a late 
expedition round the woild), containing an account of the great distiesscs suffeied by 
himself and his corni)anion.s on the co.ist of Patagonia, from the year 1740, till their 
uiiival in Engl.ind, 174i) w'titteu by Himself.” This nariati\e, one of the most 
inteiesting tliat e\er appealed, was publislnjd in 1708.] 

^ [“ Woie for a husband — or some such like brute.” — MS.] 

[ “althougb of late 

I’ve changed, for some few ycais, the day to night.” — MS.] 

L‘’My opinion is, that it is from the large trees or plants of coral, spread every- 
wheie over the bottom of the lied Sea, tliat it has obtained this name.” — B ruoe.] 

[ “just the same 

As at this rnonicnt I should like to do ; — 

But 1 have done with kisses — having kiss’d 

All those that would — regietting those I miss’d.” — MS.] 

73 [‘< Fair as the mse just pluck’d to crown the wreath. 

Soft as the uufledged birdling while at lost.” — MS.] 

^ [“ That finer melody was never heaid, 

The kind of sound whose echo is a tear, 

Whose accents aie the steps of music s throne ” — MR.] 

[When at Seville in 1800, Lord Byrpn lodged in the house of two unmarried 
ladhs ; and in his diaiy he describes himself as having made earnest love to the 
younger of them with the help of a dictiouaiy.] 

7® [“In 1813, I formed, in the fashionable world of London, an item, a fraction, 
the segment of a ciicle, the unit of a million, the nothing of something. I had been 
the lion of 1812.” — Byron Diary, 1821.] 

[“Foes, friends, sex, kind, are nothing more to me 
Than a mere dream of something o’er the sea.” — MS.] 

77 [“ For without heart love is not quite so good ; 

Ceres is commissary to our bellies, 

And love, which also ramh depends on food. 

While Bacchus will piovjde with wine and jellies, 

Oysters and eggs aie also loving food.” — MS.] 

^ [“He was her own, her ocean -lover, cast 

To be her soul’s first idol, and its last.” — IMS] 
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NOTES TO CANTO THE SECOND. 


[** A pleasure nought but diunhenness can bring ; 

For not the blest sherbet all chill’d with snow. 

Nor the full sparkle of the desert-spriDg, 

Nor wine in all the purple of its glow.” — MS.] 

[ “I'm sure they nevei reckon’d ; 

And being join’d — like hwarjiung bees they clung, 

And mix’d until the very pleasure stung.” — MS. 

Or, “And one was innocent, but both too young, 

Then heart the flowers,” Ac. — MS.] f 

[“Pillow’d upon her beating heart — which panted 
With the sweet memoiy of all it granted.” — MS.] 

[There are not a few women who may profit fiorn seeing in what a style of con- 
temptuous coldness, the sufferings to which licentious love exposes them are t ilKed 
of by such people as the author of Don Juan. The many fine eyes that have wept 
dangerous teais over the desciiptions of the Giilnarcs and MeJoras, cannot be the 
worse for seeing the tiue side ol the jneture lack wood.] 

[Lady Caroline Lamb was supposed by Loid Pm on to have alluded to him in her 
novel of “ Glenai'Min,” published in 1810 — “JMadame de Stael onee asked me,” said 
Lord Dyron, “if luy leal chaiacter was ivell drawn in that novel. She was only 
Bingulai in putting the question in the dry w^ay she did. There are many w'ho jnn 
their faith on that insincere ])rodiKtion. I am made out a very amiable person in 
that work ! The only thing behmging to me in it is part of a letter.” — M ldw'IN.] 

[“In then sw^ect feelings hulily united, 

Dy Solitude (soft paison) they were wed.” — MS.] 



NOTES TO CANTO THE THIED. 


^ lTIiib, wc musL allow, is pietty enough, and not at all objectionable in a mni-al 
point of vi<.w. We Icai, liowevei, that we cannot say as much lor what follows : 
iiiariying is no joke, and theictoie not a fit subject to joke about , besides, for a 
mail led m.iu to be merry on that score, is veiy like trying to ovtTcome the toothache 
by a laugh — iloou.J 

'■* [These two lines are a versifnaition of a saying of Montaigne.] 

^ [“Had Petrarch’s ])assion led to Petrarch’s wedding, 

Jlow many sonnets had ensued the bedding — iVIS.] 

* [The old ballad of “Death and the Lady” is alluded to in Shakspeare.] 

* Dante calls his wife, m the “Inferno,” “la fieia moglie ” 

® Milton’s first wife ran away fiom him within the fiist month. If she had not, 
what would John Milton have done ^ fFioin whatever causes it may have arisen, the 
ccjincideiico is no less sti iking than saddening, that, on the list of mariied poets who 
liave been iinhapjiy in then Linneh, there should alieady he found four such illustrious 
n.irnes, as Dante, Milton, Shakspeare, and Diydcn , and that >ve should now have to 
add, a', a jjailiier in then dcstuo, a name worthy of being placed beside the greatest 
of them — MooiiK.j 

* [“Lady B. would have made an excellent wiangler at Cambridge .” — Byton 
Iharif.'] 

® [“ Display’d much moie of nerve, x>eihapB of wit, 

Tliaii any of the jiarodies of Pitt.” — MS.] 

® [“Yet for all that don’t stay away too long, 

A sofa, like a bed, may come by wrong.” — MS.] 

10 [“This dance is still performed by young men armed caxi-i-)>ie, who execute, to 
the sound of instruments, all the xirojicr movements of attack and defence.” — 
Clarke,] 

“ [“Their manner of dancing is ceitamly the same that Diana is to have 
danced on the banks of Eurotas,i». The gieat lady still leads the dance, and is followed 
by a troop of young gnls, who imitate her steps, and if she sings make up the chorus. 
The tunes are extremely gay and lively, yet with something in them wonderfully soft. 
Tlie steps are varied according to the jdeasure of her that leads the dance, but always 
in exact time, and infinitely more agieeable than any of our dances.” — Lady M. W. 
Montagu.] 
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NOTES TO CANTO THE THIRD. 


[“ That would have set Tom Moore, though married, raving.”- -MS.'I 

** [“ All had been open lieart and open house, 

Ever einte Juan eervcd her lor a sjmuse.” — MS.] 

[The portrait of this man is one of the best, if not the very best, of all Loid 
Byron’s gloomy poi traits. It may be the Corsair giown into an eldeily character and 
a father ; but it is equal to the finest lieads that ever Michael Angelo or Caravaggio 
painted with bUck and umber. — 13LACK^YooD.] 

“ “Rispone allor’ Margiitte, a dir tel tosto, 

lo non credo piu al ncio ch’ all’ azzurro : 

Ma nel cappone, o lesso, o vuogli airosto, 

E credo alcuiia volta aiico ncl biiiro ; 

Nclla cervigi.i, e (]u.uido lo ii’ ho nel mosto, 

E molta piu iiell’ espio che il m.mgurro ; 

Ma Bopia tiitti) ncl buun vino ho fede, 

E Ciedo die sia b.iivo chi gli crede.” — 

PuLCi, Mo gaiite MaggiorCj ca. 18. st. 151. 

“ [“And make him Samson-like--more fierce with blindness.” — MS.] 

[“ Not so the single, deep, and woidless ire, 

Of a strong human heart,” &c — MS] 

[“I said I disliked the custom ■which some people had of bringing tbeir children 
into company, because it in a manner fuiccd us to pay foolish complinieuts t) please 
their parents Johnson. “ ^ou aie right, sir; we may be excuse l lor nor. tai mg 
much about other people’s cliihlien, loi intie <iie many who caie veiy little about 
their own. ’ — BohwdLj vol vi. p. 47. cd 1835.] 

[“ Much of the dcsciiption of f imuinre in canto third, is taken from Talhfs 
Tripoli (pray note tltis)^ nnd tbe icst horn my own ob.sci vation. Rem luber, 1 never 
me.int to coucc.il this at all, and have only not stiied it, becau'^e ‘Don Juan’ had no 
pielace, nor name to it .” — Loid litjroii to Mr. Aug. 23, 1821. J 

[“A small table is brought in when refreshments are served * it is of ebony inlaid 
with mother of pearl, tortoiseshell, ivory, gold, and silver.” — T ully’s 2'ripolij 4to, 
1816, p. 133.] 

[“The beverage was various sherbets, composed of the juice of baled raidns, 
oranges, and pomegianates, squeezed through the rind .” — Ibui p. 137.J 

[“ Coffee was served in small china cups; gold filigree cups w^rc put under 
them They introduced cloves, cinnamon, aud safl'ron into the cofiee ” — Ibid. p. 1^2. 

[“The hangings of the room were of tapestry, made in panels of diffeient 
coloured velvet, thicklv inlaid with floweis of s lk damask a yellow bonier hiiisli- d 
the tapestry at top and bottom, the upper bolder bang embioidered with Moorish 
sentences out of the Koran in lilac letters.” — Ibid. 133. J 

[The allusion is to the religious dissenting review. ] 

^ [“ For that’s the name they like to cant beneath.” — MS.] 

[“ The carpet was of crimson satin with a deep border of pale blue. The cushions 
that lay around were of crimson velvet ; the centre ones were embroidered with a sun 
in gold.” — T ully.] 

• ^ [“The upholsterer’s ‘ fiat lux ’ had hade to issue.” — MS.] 



NOTES V 


^ [“ Htr cliemiae was ooveiec? 

\ gold and silver tissue jelick, w 
iown the fiont. The baracan 
fcranspaient gauzes, between iicl 

^ This dress is Moorish, aiu 
Sesciibed. The reader will perceive 
Fez, her daughter wore the gaib of the l 

^ The bar of gold above the instep is a 
families of tlie deys, and is worn as such by the*. 

This IS no exaggeration : there were four wome\ 
who possessed their hair in this piotusiori ; of these, 
was a Levantine. Then hair was of that length and qu 
it almost entirely sharliMl the person, so as nearly to rciick 
these, only one haddaik haii , the Oriental had, peihaps, tlieh 

® [ ** But Psyche owns no loid — 

She walks a goddess from above ; 

All saw, all praiscii her, all adored, 

But no one ever dared to love ” — 

Cupid and Psyche, from Apulcius, by Mr. Hudson Gurnet, . 

^ [“It was, and still is, the custom to tinge the eyes of the women 
impalpable powder, pre])ared chiefly from crude antimony. This pigment, 
ap])lied to the mnei suilace ot the lids, communicates to the eye a tendci 
fascinating languor.” — Habesci ] 

[“ Believed like Southey, and perused like Crashaw.” — MS, 

“ Crashaw, the fiicnd of Coisley, was honoured,” says Warton, “ with the praise of 
Pope ; vlio both read ius jioerns and borrowed from them. Being ejected from bis 
fellowship at Peterlion.se for denying the covenant, be turned Roman Catholic, and died 
Kiiiou of the church at Loretto.”] 

^ [The poets of the fourteenth century — Dante, &c.] 

[Homer.] 

^ [Anacreon.] 

The trqo-oi paKapav of the Greek poets were supposed to have been Ihe Cape de 
Verd islands or the Canaries. 

[“ Eiihoaa looks on Marathon, 

And Marathon looks on the sea,” &:c — MS.] 

* “Deep were the groans of Xerxes, vhen he saw 

This havoc ; for his seat, a lofty mound 
Conimancling the wide sea, o’ei look’d the ho-sts. 

With rueful ciies he rent his royal robes, 

And through bis troops embattled on the shoie 
Gave signal of retreat ; then started wild 
And fled disorder’d.” — .disciiyLrs. 

[“Which Hercules might deem his own.” — ^MS.] 

^ ... Tevotfiav 

iV v\a€v iireari voutou 
T rpofi\rjix aKiKhvtTToy, aupav 
VITO TrAaica TiOWiov. k. t, A. — SopH AJa^, v, 1217. 
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NOTES TO CANTO THE- THIRD. 


12 [“ Tliat would have Beti Tom Moore, tliougli after Liberty is instantly 

« [“ All hrl Wen open and open \ 

Ever amee Juan ser^ea lier lor a “* ‘‘<>“<>7 

Virtues, or of cultivating them 

» [The portrait of this man is one of the best, if »» “"oh cleverness, 

Byro, -s ghn.my portra.ts, it may be the Corsan a- pleasant and plausible- 

a father : but it is equal to the finest he,.ds th cverytting that might have operated 
painted 4ith black and umber.-BLicawooi. “ =<^“8 * 


“Rispone alloi’ Mr>- 
lo non credo 
Ma nel cai>pf' 

E credrt-d pedlar poems to democracy.” — MS] 
Nella c- 

E pgraphia Literaria,” 1817.] 

Mr 

£ risk’d its sophistry for aristocracy.” — MS.] 


i this fanatic arc said to have amounted, at one time, to a hundred 
“ [“And r /ounced when she was sixty-five that she should give birth in the 
,-ao a second Shiloh, and a regal cradle wag prepared for the expected 
17 Dr.‘ Reece attested that she was really pregnant, deceived by dropsy, of 

^liied shortly afterwards, in 1814.] 

f follows in the original MS. — 

“ Time has approved Ennui to be the best 

Of friends, and opiate draughts • your love and wine, 

Which shake so much the human brain and breast. 

Must end in languor ; men must sleep like swine : 

' The happy lover and the welcome guest 

Both sink at last into a swoon divine ; 

Full of deep raptures and of bumpers, they 
Are somewhat sick and sorry the next day.” 


[Wordsworth’s “Benjamin the Waggoner” appeared in 1819.] 

[“ There’s something in a flying horse, 

There’s something in a huge balloon ; 

But through the clouds I’ll never float 

Until I have a little boat,” &e.— W oudsworth’s Peter Bell] 

62 “The verses of Dryden, once highly celebrated, are forgotten” — Mi. W, 
WoanswoRTn’s Preface. 

[“ ^^hile swung the signal from the sacred tower.” — MS.] 

'' [“ Are not these pretty stanzas ? — some folks say — 

Downright in print.” — MS.] 

*' [“lly her example warn’d, the rest beware j 

More easy, less imperious, were the fair ; 

And that one huntbg, which the devil design’d 
For one fair female, lost him h^the kind,” — 

' Theodore tind Honoria.'] 

^ , V “ ’Epwepf, iravTo 

-s ♦fpeis omor— 0€p€is o<7a, 

1 juartpi ttoiSo.” — FragmerU of Sappho. 








